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ADVEllTISEMENT. 

Thb following Poems are not the productioDB of one, who has devoted, or 
who has been able to devote, the principal part of his time to the cultivation of 
the glorious art, of which he was born a lover. On the contrary, they have 
been cbifHy composed during the intervals of professional leisure, when his 
health permitted him to devote to the lyre the time which was unengvossed 
by more imperious engagements. They are now, for the first time, collected 
and arranged, from the Publications in which they have, at different times, 
been inserted. Their appearance in this collective form is owing less to him- 
self than to others; but be is above the common hypocrisy of introducing then 
to the world under the apprehension that they are undeserving of its notice^ 
Had he thought, or did he think them unworthy of the public eye, the public 
eye would never have seen them. 

Having frequently experienced in the perusal of miscellaneous poetry, the 
chilling effect which is produced by the rapid and unprepared transition *'firom 
grave to gay, from lively to severe^— the pain which is occasioned by the rude 
and constant interruption of the previous train of association, when epigram 
is followed by elegy, and the beautiful by the burlesque,— the Author thought 
of arranging the Poems of his collection in a manner which, in part at least, 
would obviate this otyection. By distributing them under different heads, he 
has accommodated them, as far as possible, to the various moods of mind, in 
which the volume may be opened; and though he would not willingly incur 
the censure of affectation, it will give him little pain, if his ol^ect be at- 
tained. 

He has only to hope that the Poems, thus collected, will be as Ceivorably 
received, as they have previously been in their original form. From various and 
distant parts of the world, he has received assurances, that they have been read 
with pleasure and mentioned with praise; and in that PnbUc, which he has 
found a friend before, he may hope to find a friend again. 

C-BSDrroN. 
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TO GLORY. 

Soul of the far, but unforgotten Past! 

Queen of the sword and Lady of the lyre! 
Spirit of thoughts too high, of deeds too vast. 

To fear, like clay, the waste of flood and fire. 

Or darkly perish on Oblivion's pyre — 
Whence, like the birds from Memnon's pile, they spring. 

Born from the dust, but not with years to tire. 
Or furl in death the everlasting wing! , 

Teach me. Oh teach me, but for once to fling 

My hand thy own triumphal harp along — 
To strike one strain, whose echoes yet may ring 

Above the spot where rests a friend of song! — 
Do I but dream the laurel yet may wave 
Memorial verdure o'er its votary's grave? 
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IBetaltf of eMUAU. 



THE MIDSHIPMANS SONG. 

Tis a time of pride, tvhen the bark is prancing, 

like an Arab liteed, o*er the waste of waves. 
While her path behind in light is glancing. 

And the fire-white foam her boltsprit laves! 
Then, then is the time for proud emotion—* 

And if in the bosom a proud one sleep, 
*Twill awaken to dance to the music of ocean. 

And sweep with the winds o'er the weltering deep! 



With my bark through her own bhie path careering, 
I never can envy the landsman*s bliss;— 

No sun on the shore ever shone so cheering. 
As it sparkles down on a world like this! 

What music can make the heart so sprightly. 
As the roll of the billows in the breeze? 
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What ball apon earth ever shone so brightly. 
As the stirring dance of the sunlit seas? 



EVENING. 



Oh, this is the hour, the charmed hour. 

When the last faiat gale of piurting day 
Gives a kiss and a tear to each closing flower^ 

And sighs as it fleets away; 
When visions of pwe and holy Lore, 
Like the dreams of the spirifs in bliss abolre^ 

Make the speU4»oiind heart their home,«^ 
And the sorrom of Meiaory cease to gric^re^ 
And Fancy and Hope a chaplet weave 

Of hapfiier honf^ to cOitie, 



This^ this is the hour, the lovely hme how. 
When Mnsic floats on the glimHMriog Wairtf: 

Thongh luird are the notes of each greenwood bovmv 
And Echo sleeps in her twili^ cav^. 
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Yet along the side of the faeath-clad mouiil;, 
And by the light fUl of the silver fount. 
Spirits are touching their viewless wires 
And the dying breeze, 
That moans through the trees« 
Is charged with the tones of unearthly lyres. 



ODE ON THE RESURRECTION of QEEECJ& 



Ye, who for freedom bled, 
Immortal Dead, 

Hear in your lonely urns — 
Your country*8 Iron Age is fled 

Your country's Age of Gbld returns! 



Oh, let it wake each grave, 
Ye holy Brave, 

Who drew the lanreird sword. 
And spum'd in blood, from field and wave. 

The servile Orienfs despot lord! 
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Spartan ! ThermopylaB 
Will yet be free! — 

Thy own proud Marathon, 
Miltiades! remembers thee, 

Nor shames the dust of heroes gone. 



The fame-resounding main 
Rolls free again — 

Hear it, Themistocles ! — 
No more shall Greece behold in vain 

A tyrant's flag insult her seas. 



Her glad iESgoean's tide 
Shall lave with pride 

A thousand slaveless isles;— 
Those crimson waves, with murder dyed. 

Shall gleam in Freedom's prophet smiles! 



Sweet Homer's clime once more, 
Its thraldom o*er. 
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Shall to those deeds aspire. 
Which yield to Fame her lofty lore 
And wake the thonder-breatfaiDg lyre. 



And Glory's "flowers of gold" 
Shall yet unfold 

Their bloom in freebom song; 
While despots tremble to behold 

The land, the race, they dared to wrong! 



Te, who for Freedom bled. 
Immortal Dead, 

Hear in yonr lonely nms — 
Topr comilry's Age of Tears is fled. 

Tour country's Age of Fame returns I 



HOMER OH THE BANKS of the SCAMAND£IL 



Lone stream! and is this all 
Thy banks recall. 
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Of valour, glory, grief and beanty gone ^ 

Retains thy silver flood 

No trace of tears or blood ? 
And towers thy Troy in Homer's dreams alone? 



Are these the scenes deplored. 

Where shield and sword 
Bade the red field with splendid terrors bnmr 

Did e*er thib swaet wind's breath 

Waft the dread sounds of death. 
Or charger's hoof the flowers of Xanthns spun ? 



Was it you desert shore. 

That held of yore 
A thousand keels, and shook with war's alanm? 

Or o'er yon summits proud, 

Pavttton^d roond wA cioud. 
Did the lone Thunderer launch his burning arms?— • 



Alas! long years yon sub 
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His race has run — 
And Glory*s rainbows in Time's clovd exftire;*-* 

Yet gleams of splendoars gone 

Still gild their misty throne. 
Themes of the Sage's thought, the llluisirers lyre. 



Ohy idly glorious wave, 

Where once the brave 
Slak'd their last thirst, and swelld tiie ainuon tide, 

Lo, one sole lingerer rores. 

To gaze on Ida's groves. 
And dream of Troy by Dardan Xanthos^ sidel 



Can Ae behold in vain 

Thy hamited plain. 
Thy river, murmuring still of days no aiore"<*- 

Nor strike the lofty shell, 

neir deeds and &tes to tell. 
Who bledy or triumph'd, ott ScttunderVi shored 
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No! Would the torch of Fame 

Might wake to flame 
His harp, and fire his soul with awfhl joy, — 

Till on bright Hellers flood 

Immortal naries rode. 
And Ida smiFd upon a deathless Troy! — 



So let Song's children live — 
Mid thoughts that give 

All the rich sunshine back of clouded years; ' 
And cull the purest blooms 
From this, their world of tombs. 

To crown the bowl whose wine so oft b tears! 



Free, fiiir as Ida*s streams. 

Melodious dreams 
Should o*er their hearts in sunny beauty roll. 

And lave their lives firom all 

That spreads a monmftil pall 
O'er the cold world and o'er its votary's souL 
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How rich the Minstrers dower. 

Were his the power 
To bid for ever live the faded name— 

To light his Song sublime 

By the dim waves of Time, 
Till farthest yfears roird brightening in his lame! 



Sach be the wanderer^s lot. 

Who, lone, forgot. 
Strikes his lov^d lyre beside a stranger. wave ! 

Not, Oh not all in vain 

Be poured the enthusiast strain, 
Which breathes his deep hope of a glorious grave ! 



Spirits of Song! Oh fire 

His heart and lyre — 
To him the far and phantom Past unfold, — 

Till bright o'er Lethe's tide 

The Star of Glory ride. 
And tinge its dark waves with prophetic gold! 
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Then, though this frame be day, 

. Yet o*er my lay 
Ages may pass, reyering nations bom; *«- 

Green Ida^s floods may be 

Immortal tears for me. 
And even green Ida's self her Minstrel's vmf 



LAY OF THE WANDERING ABAB. 



M 



Away — away, — my barb and V— 
As free as wave, as fleet as wind. 
We sweep the sands of ^raby^ 
And leave a world of slaves behind! 



'Tis mine to range in this wild garb. 
Nor e'er feel lonely, though alone j — 

I would not change my Arab barb. 
To mount a drowsy Sultan's throne I 



Where the pale sbranger dares not come. 
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Proud o*er my native saiiids I rote^ 
An Arab tent my only home. 
An Arab maid my only love! 



Here Freedom dwells without a fear-^ 
Coy to the world, she loves the wild: 

Who ever brings a fetter here. 
To chain the desert's fiery child? 



What though the Frank may name with bcotb 
Our barren clime, our realm of sand } 

There were our thousand fathers born-— 
Ohy who would scorn his father's land^ 



It is not sands that form a waste. 
Nor laughing fields a happy clime;*- 

The spot, the most by Freedom grac'd. 
Is where man feels the most soblimej 



u 



Away— away, — my barb and I,"— 
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As ftee as wave, as fleet as wind. 
We sweep the sands of Araby, 
And leave a world of slaves behind! 



HITMN TO THE STARS. 



Aye, there ye shine, and there have shone. 

In one eternal ''hour of prime/' 
Each rolling, burningly alone, ' 

Throngh boundless space and countless time! 
Aye, there ye shine — the golden dews 

That pave the realms by seraphs trod;-*- 
There through yon echoing vault diffuse 

The song of choral worlds to Gk)d! 



Ye visible spirits! bright as erst 
Young Eden*s birth-night saw ye shine 

On all her flowers and fountains first. 
Yet sparkling from the hand divine,-— 

Yes, bright as then ye smird to catch 



DEWS OP CASTALIE. 13 



The music of a sphere so fkir. 
Ye hold yon high immortal watch^ 
And gird your Gk>d*8 pavilion th^e. 



Gold frets to dust — yet tbeve ye are^ 

Time rots the diamond — there ye roll. 
In primal light, as if each star 

Enshrined an everlasting soul! — 
And do they not? — since yon bright thnmgs 

One AU-enlighteniug Spirit own, 
Prais'd there by pure sidereal tongues, 

Eternal, glorious, blest and lone? 



Gould man but see what ye have seen. 
Unfold awhile the shrouded Past, 

From all that is, to what htu been. 
The glance how rich, the range how vast! 

TThe birth of time — the rise» the fall. 
Of empires, myriads, ages flown. 

Thrones, cities, tongues, arts, worships— all 
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The things whose echoes are not gone. 



Ye saw rapt Zoroaster send 

His soul into your mystic reign: 
Ye saw the adoring Sabian bend. 

The living hills his mighty fane! 
Beneath his blue and beaming sky, 

He worshipped at your lofty shrine; 
And deemed he saw, with gifted eye. 

The Cbdhead in his works divine. 



And there ye shine, as if to mock 

The children of a mortal sire: 
The storm, the bolt, the earthquake's shock. 

The red volca90*s cataract fire. 
Drought, famine, plague, and flood, and fiame^ 

All Nature*s ills, and Life*s worse woes. 
Are nought to you — ye smile the same. 

And scorn alike their dawn and close. 
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Aye, there ye roll — emblems sublime 

Of Him^ whose spirit o'er us moves. 
Beyond the clouds of grief and crime. 

Still shining on the world He loves; — 
Nor is one scene to mortals given 

That more divides the soul and sod. 
Than yon proud heraldry of Heaven, 

Yon burning blazonry of God! 



FRAGMENT op A PROJECTED ODE 
On the influence of FANCY upon MYTHOLOGY. 



Inspired by thee, the Grecian swain, 

On some green cape's delicious brow, 
Gkizing upon the glorious main 

That spread its purple robe below, 
With eyes half closed in reverie. 

Has seen the Ocean's King afar. 
And the young Sisters of the Sea 

Floating around hi» pearly car: — 
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He sees their locks, that fringe the while 

With braided green the deep they lave-^ 
And that superb immortal smile 

Which, where it lingers, lights the wave! 

* 

He knows the strain that swoons along 

His golden East's volnptnous tide 
To be the Nereides* distant song 

Around their Monarch's path of pride ! 
And there, as slumber heavier falls, 

Fond Fancy still his eye beguiles; 
With Nymphs he treads the blue deep's halls^ 

Or, with the Just, their Shining Isles! 



To THE FIRST SWALLOW of the TEAR. 



Art thou retum'd, swift racer of the skies, 
To course the breezes of my land again. 
And o'er these northern meads 
To skim the new-born flowers ^ 
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In what far zone while Winter darkened here. 
Hast thou forgot the tempest left behind? 

0*er what strange seas displayed 

Thy heayen-directed wing,-^ 



To find the Summer which thou loy*st so weU, 
To shun the ills which tftou hast power to flee. 

And in some bright sojourn^ 

Thy vagrant bliss enjoys ^- 



Where foreign skies with yemal sapphire glow. 
And deep savannahs spread their virgin store 
Of greenest solitudes. 

And never-trodden flowers? 



But, whencesoe*er thou com'st, alike receive 
The lonely welcome of a -simple lay. 

From one who fondly strives 

To weave his heart in song. 
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Fleet pilgrim, bound to Summer*8 fra^ant shrine. 
Tracing her flight o*er ocean'^s dark-blne zones, 

Where'er her wing she rests 

The girdled world around — 



I hail thee, prophet of those fairy hours. 
Ere long to dawn upon our hearts and isles, 

When Nature yet once more 

Her bridal robe shall wear. 



And braid her tresses with the glowing rose. 
And breathe profounder azure o*er the skies. 

And bid old Ocean tune 

More soft his awM lyre. 



'Soon will the thorn be hoar with May*s rich snow. 
The lilac soon its flowery plumes display. 

And lithe laburnums ware 

Their locks of pendent gold. 
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Even now 'tis sweet to dream of future hours. 
In the brown umbrage of the wood consumed. 

When high the noontide sun 

Shall pour the burning day; — 



To dream of hours, when we shall muse on Truth 
In the green school of Nature; or call up 

The beantiful in death, 

By spells of magic song; — 



Or roam, perchance, the deep and leafy glen. 
Listing the clear brook, and the pastoral bell. 
While many a quiet bleat 
Makes peace more peaceful still. 



And, lost by fits, the cuckoo*s plaintive note. 
Mellowed by distance, swoons along the vale^ 

Borne on the sunny breath 

Of evening*8 golden falK 
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These are thy tales; and for them once again 
Welcome, fleet Halcyon of tiie JEMind ! Oh» long 
Floa^ on these northern winds. 
And haunt our island flowers! — 



Enough of Aee-^^- but there is ONE, to whom 
Even thou, frail thing of dust, canst lift the eye 
. Of him, whose spirit owns. 
In all His works, the Clod. 



O Thou, whose word directs the swallow*s flight. 
Guide of her path, and guardian of her way — 

Whose power upholds her wing 

Thine own wide waters o*6r;— 



Led by Thy love and by Thy strength sosflailted, 
80 may we safely pass oiur isAormy world. 

And reach the shores of rest. 

The summer land of God I 
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THE HARP OF TEARS. 

Love, once on a time, with Sorrow his bride. 

Was amid the Nine bright Sistai»* choir. 
And, as Sorrow was brushing a tear aside^ 

It fell on the strings of a Moseys Ijre, 



Oh, the golden chords had eL,mml before. 
But the warm drop gave them a heart beside; 

And Love has hallow*d the sweet harp more. 
Ever since it was wet by his tearful bride. 



LOVE. 



Oh Love! what may thine emblem be?-*- 
Thine is the Sybil*s branch of goId^W^ 

Which gives vs even on Earth to «ee 
Elysium^s glittering gates an^d: 

And thine the foot of elftn power. 
Whose touch can make the spirit giow. 

Like the green ring that gems the moor. 
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An emerald in a waste of woe. 



Such art thou when thy path is sweet. 

And leads o*er hope*s delicious plain — 
When youthftil hearts in music meet. 

As summer winds the warbling main: 
Such is thy power, when thou dost come 

With wing of light and breath of flowers. 
And waken in thy Totary*s home. 

The lyre that rung in Eden*s bowers. 



But Ah! far darker powers are thine — 

To bid fond hearts in vain to glow. 
No rose to bloom, no ray to shine. 

And lay young Hope in ruin low!< — 
O baffled Love! thine are the hues 

That shroud in gloom the march of years; 
And, as the glow-worm lights the dews. 

Thou glimmerest on the dark heart*s tean. 
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EVENING STANZAS. 
Cloads of dun purple wrap the went, 

And white mists fringe the cold blue hills; 
The last breeze sighs o*er earth's dim breast, 
One lone rook seeks his distant nest. 
And breathy condensed from flowers at rest. 

The dreamy air with richness fills. 



As yet no drop of summer dew 

Bathes the brown leaf, or beads the flower; 
No solitary star looks through 
The desert sky's pale misty blue; 
But solemn Evening queens the view 

And Day and Night revere her hour. 



It is the hour for love — but not 

The hour for vain and vulgar love; 
The Genius of each twilight spot 
Whispers of loved ones unforgot. 
Whose spirits haunt the heart's deep grot. 
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Whose love will bleas its heaven above. 



It is the hour for thought — but far 

Be thoughts of guilty of grief, or gain! 
Far hence be passion^s withering war. 
Regret, remorse, and care*s hanh jar. 
Pride, hate, revenge, and all that mar 
The music of the heart with pain!— - 



But every sweet and sacred glow 

To this soft hour of peace be given ! 

The sigh that speaks nor goiit nor wtie; 

The tender calm; the melting throe; 

The thoughts that brighten as they flow. 
And warble to the waves of ^heaven I 



HYMN TO LIB£RTY. 



Sweet Liberty, wake thee ! too long hast tholi tlmnlNtfed^ 
Can thy dreams be- so dear^ that lliey tempt to sleep <w? 
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Cart thy fetters away, and the voices unnumbered 
Of a ^ad world staW tell that thy thraldom is done ! 

Oh shall noty ere loag, that soiled mirror be shivered^ 
Which is dim with the sighs of pala Qlory for tbee^ 

And the bright Sabbath dawn, in which millions delirered 
Shall lift their first hymn to the 6od of the Free> 



Take the wings of the mornings fly orer tiie world — 
There is many a land where the tyrant is lord; — 

Yety oh shall not in «S thy prond fiag be unfuried. 
And the tree of life girt by thy cherubim-sword ^ 



The Persian who dared with the scourge and the fetter 
Insult the free waves of the Hetlespont-seay 

Did he do, sacred Freedom! aught wiser or better 
Than those who lay scourges and fetters on iheef 



$ 



No, thy tides will yet rise in their strength and their scorn 
To wash every vestige of slavery awayj 
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And the thrones will grow pale in the light of thy mom. 
As the night-stars are drowned in the gold waves of day. 

One flood of redemption will sweep o*er the earthy 
That thy own victor-ark on the deluge may ride. 

And the peace-hallowed olive will be the first birth 
Of the world when at length the proud waters subsides 



Then, Oh then, shall arise, in its splendour millennial. 
The sun of free Truth o*er the mountains of Time; 

And Earth shall again wear the verdure perennial. 
And the amaranth she wore in her paradise-prime. 



Then at length in the wilderness fresh springs shall murmur. 
Then at length in the desert strange roses shall bloom; 

While each year, as it passes, will rivet yet firmer 
Every bond of the rights which the nations resume. 



Say not, think not, the age, which the poets call Golden, 
Has passed fh>m this bleak world for ever away; 
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That no sunburst of promise will ever embolden 
The eagle to momit to the throne of the day ! 



Already—^ akeady — the irons are starting 
From the hands of the millions they pinioned so long; 

Already the beams of young Freedom are darting 
On the statue they warm till it hails them in song. 



In the World of the West the bright ensign of Union 
Is floating o'er nations enlightened and free; 

And soon will all join in the splendid communion 
From the heart of the land to the isles of the sea ! 



The pure laurels of Washington yet will be green 
In the realms where the Inca and Spaniard have reigned; 

And the Andes will lo6k down on one happy scent 
Of glory redeemed, and of freedom regained. 



And Hellas — dear Hellas! — the same brilliant standard 
From Enrotas to Dirce ere long will be thrown 
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Abroad in those winds, which for agea have sqnandered 
Their sweet breath on the flag of the despot alone. 



No more shall the Gfreek in degenerate terror. 
Brook the scourge and the chain in the shade of the sword; 

No more shall the free wave of Salamis mirror 
The colours that tell of an Ottoman Lord ! 



In vain may the bands of the Orient environ 
The hosts of a nation with glory on fire; — 

No slave will unhallow the death-land of Byron, 
No freeman forget the last. notes of his lyre! 



And thou, too, Riego? how fond was the dream 
That thy blood would cement up a half-fallen throne — 

That the hearts of the race thou didst rise to redeem 
Only caught the proud pulses of hope from thy own i 



Thy patriot-swofd may be t^ieathed for awhile. 
But it yet will be drawn by a patriot's hand. 
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And the Spirit of Freedom wiU look dotvn and sniile^ 
As she waves her bright wing o'er a tyraatless land. 



'Over Spain's hundred hills^ and hej beautiful valleys^ 
The cry of deliverance yet will be heard; 

And the serf in her huts, and the slave in hei: galleys. 
Will feel their hearts leap at the paradise-word. 



Forbid it that any iimhatt)wed Alliance 

Should hold the crushed nations for ever in thrall — 
That the few should long bid their imperial defiance 

To the reason, the faith, and the glory of aR/ 

No! mankind will yet wake to a loftier duty, 
Than that which enjoins them to sink into slaves; 

And their eyes will be opened, though fete, to the beauty 
Of Truth that ennobles^ of Freedom that saves ! 

Thy first steps, lovely Liberty! sometimes may falter 

But thy march will not cease, nor thy banner be fUrled, 
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Till thy conquering hand shall have reared a proud altar 
To the God of the Free o*er the thrones of a world! 



STANZAS ON THE EXECUTION of GENERAL RIEGO. 



Ungrateful Spain! Riego*s gone, — 

Can lives like his be given in vain ? 
Was it for nought thy gallant son, 

The last of Spaniards, died for Spain ? 
Go hail, before yon iron throne, 

The royal traitor*s abject reign — 
Forget, forgive, a realm undone. 

The invader's sword, the vassal's chain! 



But no, wronged land! it cannot be— 
Thou wert not made the clime for slaves: 

Thou yet hast sons who feel for thee, 
Whom the yoke bows but not depraves. 

The stranger*s eye from far may see 
There sleeps a storm on Spanish waves ^ 
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The lordly race will yet be free^ 
Or proadly rest in freemen^s graves. 



What though along their lovely bnd 
The venal Gaul his steed has driven. 

To bind again with ruthless hand 
Her chains, for one bright moment riven? 

Her gray Sierras still command 
A thousand scenes to glory given, 

Where Freedom's flag will yet be fanned 

* 

By all the winds of smiling heaven ! 



Riego*s gone — and Spain once more 

Obeys a princely reptile's nod. 
Who claims (the tyrant's only lore) 

The right to wrong the world of God: — 
A meaner miscreant ne'er before 

On God's free world to scourge it trod; — 
Alas, that such have power to pour 

The blood that stains a despofs rod J — 
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As die the brave, Riego died— 

With Freedom's Martyrs lives his name;— 
But oh! that, stretched in martial pride. 

His corse had graced tlie field of ikme ! 
Yet RussePs nerve the scaffold tried, 

And Emmet met the tree of shame t*^ 
Round fiaph dark spot where fbeedinn silfh'd, 

Such memories twine a sword of flame. 



Riego*s sword is brcdce**- but not 

Lost is his glory near or for; 
His deeds shall yet be unforgot 

In future fields of happier war;**- 
In the freed peasant's peaceful cot 

His praise shall wake the sweet guitar- 
While Bourbon's name his gore shall blot. 

His own shall shine — his country's star! 



And tliou, his land! thy Pyrenees ^^ 
Where they not pilad to fence the Freef 
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Still wilt thoa drain the bitter fees 
Of woes and wrongs for years to be? 

Rise in thy might -^ anae^ and seize 
The birthright long widield tvom thee^ 

And sound in every Spanish breeze 
The dirge of bnried Slavery ! 



The first TALE of LOVE. 



Ahy see where the tender tale is telling -~ 

To her downcast eye the glad tear mshes. 
The deep sigh of bliss from her bosom is swelling. 

And her cheek, half averted, is bnrning with blttshes! 
Nor yet does she open her hearths recesses. 

Half doubting her joy, and half believing; 
In secret the spot and the moment she blesses — 

But her lips ikintly murmur that men are deceiving. 



While, looking fond* triumph, her raptured lover 
Presses the arm that on his reposes. 
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Reads in her mien what no ton^e could discover. 
And tells her her path shall be all over roses.' 

And brightly as swells the moonlight ocean. 
When the breath of a sweet summer-night floats over» 

So heaves her fair bosom with tender emotion. 
So soft on her ear fall the words of her lover. 



Oh, who but has felt or fancied the pleasures 

A moment of love so pure can awaken ? 
And what is the world, with its toils and its treasures. 

That for it this floweret of Heaven is forsaken? 
Give tlie loVer, with her whom he loves at even 

To rove by the stream of their own dear valley — 
To the cold hearted world be its vanities given! 

Qnr life is too short with its spring-flowers to dally. 



LINES WRITTEN ON AN EVENING OF JUNE. 



Oh, *tis soothing to list where the lone woodlark sings. 
In the beautiM haze of a summer day's even. 
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While soft dews and pure incense the paising gale flings. 
And the star of love gleams like a spirit in heaven! 



Oh, 'tis soothing to list, at that magical time, 

To the whispers that breathe through the glen and the bower, 

To the low breeze that mellows the far evening chime. 
While it prints its sweet kisses on wave, leaf and flower ! — 



For there dwells a deep oharm in that dim vesper hour. 
Which recalls to the heart all it ever held dear. 

Which awakens past sorrows, but softens their power. 
And embalms every sigh, and illumines each tear. 



Oh! how dear in that hour are the lone lover's dreams. 
When the Spirit of Beauty moves brightly along; 

When alone in the blue sky the light of love gleams. 
And the winds are all fragrance, the echoes all song! 



But far sweeter than all are the dreams that remove 
From the eye of the mourner the shroud of the tomb. 



) 
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And lay open, where, radiant in glory and love* 
The lost blossoms of Barth in their own Eden bloom ! 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 



Who can ever look np to yon beautiAil arch, 
AVhere the moon shines in holy and hallowing light. 

And the planets lead round her their radiant march 
Through the shadowy depth of the azure midul|^^ — 



Who can ever look up to those beautiAil orbs, 
Nor dream that* he breathes in a world all unknown^ 

Where the music of heaven his spirit absorbs. 
And thrills from a heavenly heart to his own? 



Oh tlicse are the moments to dream on the dead 
And think where each dwells in his own happy isle; 

And the tear that in these blessed moments is shed. 
Leaves a trace on the heart never leifl by a snoile. 
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ft 

To THE FIRST PRIMROSE of THE YEAR. 

Child of the early year. 

Thy stormy lullaby 
Sweeps o'er my ear 

In the rude wind's wintry sigh. 



Thou look'st in beauty forth. 
To tell the tale of spring. 

Ere yet the North 
Has unfurled his cloudy wing- 



In other zones to reign, 
Through polar pines to roar, 

And lash the main 

On the sullen arctic shore. 



The winds thy cradle rock. 
To their stern melody. 

As if to mock 
At thy pale fragility. 
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Yet there thou bloomest on 
Like worth by sorrow tried, 

Rearing its crown 
Mid the storms of time and tide ; — 



And looking to the sky, 
- Where all suck flowers shall wave 
(No more to die) 
In the winds beyond the grave. 



On seeing the NAME of ROBERT EMMET written 

IN HIS OWN HAND UPON ONE OF HIS SCHOOL-BOOKS. 

Tliis was written when he was a light gay boy, 
Whose voice was to fire the listening band 

or the brave who arose, with tearftd joy, 
For the rights of their desolate father-land. 



Ah, little he tiiought when he traced those words. 
That his sun should go down in a sky so dim. 
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That a scaflfbid should break his heart's fine chords, 
And the grave of the felon be dug for him ! 



Ah little he thought, when he wrote that name, 
It ever would act as a talisman-spell, 

To awaken the blush of his country's shame. 
That in vain the Wallace of Erin fell ! 



Yet happy in death, since he now no more 
Shall gaze, with a heart to madness stung, 

On the curse that withers bis parent shore 
And the tears from her friendless millions wrung; — 



Since he now no more can share or see 

The chains from the depth of his soul abhorred - 

The chains of the race, whom he rose to free. 
When he drew in their name the sacred sword! 



Could he now return, and behold the land 
For which he had felt with a lover's love — 
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Could he hear a nation in vain demand 
The mercy denied^ except above) — 



Could he feel the weight of his country's load— 
See her fields of dearth, and her homes of pain — 

He would hate the light for the scenes it showed. 
And kneel for the boon of a grave again ! 



And was it for nought that he breathed his last 
By the death the brave most fear to die — 

That victorious Guilt with her trumpet-blast. 
Gave his name to the winds of infamy > 



Has he won but this — that over his tomb 
Even Hate for a moment blushed to smile. 

And that they, who had sealed it, mourned the doom. 
Of him who died for his Orphan Isle > 



Believe it not! — Oh, rather believe 
That his spirit, like those of the Saints on high, 
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The cloudy glooms of the grave will cleave 
From beneath the Golden Shrine to cry! 



Nor yet in the earth will his free blood sink— 
It shall rise ere long in a fount of flame. 

While a nation's hearts of the bright wave dnnk. 
Which for ever murmurs of his name ! 



And the harp, too long in darkness hung. 
Shall awaken in Liberty's sunbright smile. 

Till her Martjrr's meed of feme be flung 
Upon all the winds of his own Green Isle ! 



DIRGE FOR THE LAST INCA, 

Supposed to he sung hy a Peruvian Bard at the Tomb of Atdhudpa, 



Gods of Peru ! 
Say, can ye view, 
Unmoved, the grave our tears bedew? 
Is it in vain 
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On mount and plain. 
We pour the blood, and pile the fane? 



Tradition sings 

That from you springs 
The royal line of Sun-born Kings;— 

Yet here we pine — 

To dust consign 
The last of that immortal line ! 



Had he but died. 

In plumed pride, 
A warrior's death, his ranks beside, 

Less wild might flow 

The streams of woe 
O'er one so laid in glory low. 



But thus to fall 
Bereft of all 
That strews with flowers the princely pall—- 
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In feIon*s band. 
By pirate*s hand 
A traitor in his father's land; — 



*Tis this that gives 

The pang, which rives 
Oar hearts, and with their pulse survives: 

For this around 

Yon funeral mound. 
Our hot tears scorch the mourn Ail ground! 



An empire*s tears 
Flowed round the biers. 

Of his fallen Sires in olden years; — 
But then they came 
Undimmed by shame. 

And bright with past and future fame! 



Shade of the dead! 
O'er thy low bed 
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An orphan people's hearts have bled: — 
They live to moan 
Round yon pale stone. 

O'er the last Inca's buried throne! 



Calm be thy rest 

Among the Blest! 
By kindred hands thy couch be drest! 

Eternal flowers 

Perfume the bowers 
That shade thy soft and golden hours! 



I see the gloom 

Pass from thy tomb-— 

I hail thy bright and blissful doom ! 
What sacred fires 
Shall warm thy Sires, 

When deathless air their Child respires! 

In some green glade 
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Famed Manco!^ shade 
For thee a wreath diviiie shall braid: 

His bards shall sing. 

In shadowy ring, 
A welcome to the Stratiger-King!—- 



Alas, in vain^ 

My heart — my strain — 
Would veil in hope the face of t)ain ; — 

I think alone 

Of glories gone» 
An empire's wreck — a stranger's throne! 



In sighsy the lay 

Expires away — 
Pern has closed her splendid day! — 

What thoughts rebel, 

I may not tell . . • . 
Dust of my King, a deep farewell! 

E 
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SERENADE. 

When winds to rest are sinking, love, 
And flowers the dew-fall drinking, love. 
My thoughts to thee 
For ever flee. 
Round thy bower a charm'd ring linking, lovef 
There they speed like the shaft to its mark, my fair. 
At the meeting of light and dark, my fair. 
At the lover's day-dawn, 
"When the moon's on the lawn 
And the nightingale sings for the lark, my fair! 



When not a wave is foaming, love. 
And nought but Passion roaming, love. 

Let thy thoughts with mine 

In memory twine. 
At the soft sweet hour of gloaming, love! 
Tliink of me when the bright stars lave, my faij". 
And dance in the stream they pave, my fair. 

As if every star 
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Had shot from aikr. 
To hold a ball on the wave, my fair! 



While all in beatity*s shining, love. 
And all at rest reclining, love, 

Remember him 

Whose heart is dim. 
In the midst of peace repining, love ! 
And when in thy bower to heaven, my fair. 
Thy spirit at. night is given, my fair. 

Let thy pure thoughts rise 

To their kindred skies 
In a prayer for the heart thou hast riven, my fair! 



LAMENT OF ALGOUS upon the anniversary of his 

REJECTION BY SAPPHO. 



In vain, alas! in vaiu 
My native main. 
Thy glad waves roll in light and music nigh:-— 
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Unlike himself of yore, 
AlcaeuB seeks thfy shinre^ 
To nmse on Sappho's lyre and Sappho's eye. 



Once more the day of gloom. 
Whose mournAil doom 
Gave me to tears, renews their bitter flow;— 

Once more Affectidn mourns^ 

As o'er its wreck returns 
The wave that laid its treasured all below. 



Love wails on Memory's shore. 
For Hope no more — 
Deep smik in time's, but not oblivion's wave:^ 

Lost as may be my all, 

Tis sweet yet to recall 
The tender Past, and wake its tear-green grave. 



No more, on this sad day. 
My silent lay 
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Shall leave the Past to sleep witl^ut its fame; 

But from my heart, though dim — 

Like the sad shade-bird^s hymn*- 
8hall melt in solitude melodious flame. 



Albeit none living e'er 
The strain may hear. 
It soothes to weave the sorrow-breathiug soing-^ 
Though vain aa is the dirge. 
Borne o*er the reckless surge. 
For those who rest the gn^y 4eep*s ca^es aipong. 



Lone Lady of my soul ! 
Long years may roll. 
But still, oh still, my heart will all be thine : 

Still as t^^e hours return. 

Shall purer incense bum. 
And holier myrtles wave aroood thy shrine! 



Oh, as this day floats by. 
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Will not one sigh 
Be given to him, through time and change thine own? 

Will not thine eye be dim 

With one bright tear for him. 
Whose love yet lasts, though Phaon's love be flown? 



Sad heart! it is thy lot 
To be forgot — 
But never to forget the golden past:— - 
Of thee no relics dwell - 
In her young memory's cell — 
No shade on her one thought of thee will cast! 



Yet still that magic name 
Shoots through my frame. 
And wakes my heart, as breezes sweep the Tyre; 

Still, still, alas! I feel 

The wound no time can heal. 
And in sweet madness feed the wasting fire. 
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Lone Lady of my soul! 
Long years may roll, 
But still, oh still, my heart will all be thine; 

Still as these hours return. 

Shall purer incense burn. 
And holier myrtles wave around thy shrine ! 



NA\rAL ode; 

On the Departure of a British Man^f-war^ to join the Allied 
SquadrojM in Uie Mediterranean, 
The end of warjs peace — 

For peace is her flag unfurled; — 
She is gone to sweep the seas of Greece, 

In the might of her island world! 
Deliverance for the friend. 

And vengeance for the foe. 
And mercy for the vanquished blend 

In her glorious wake to go! 
She bears the thunders of the sea— 
But they only strike the slave to free! 
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Might pour one freeborn song. 
To bid the immortal mountains stand 
Memorials of a chainless land! 



The hour has come at length 

That never comes in vain — -. 
Degenerate Greece has tried her strength. 

And riven her Asian chain! — 
Then speed thee nobly forth. 

Proud Eagle of the Sea! 
And bear the thunders of the North 

To set tlie Orient free! 
Return not, till new glory smile 
Upon the glorious Main and Isle! 



l9etD0 Of &MUlit. 



BOOK II. HISTORICAL. 



mtn« of (tMtalit. 



The ten thousand at the SACRED MOUNT. 

They had seen Cynaxa^s field. 

Where they fought so vainly well — 
For, though back in rout the foemen reePd, 

Yet the princely Cyrus fell! 
Could it aught avail to them 

That the- Golden Eagle fled? 
He who fought for Susa*s diadem. 

Was among Cynaxa*s dead ; — 
Their paean had drown'd the parting groan 
Of him who struck for a grave or throne ! 



They had heard Euphrates rush 
In the might of bis own deep wave; 

TLey had seen the infant Tigris gush 
From his fkr Armenian cave; 
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They had seen the Ephesian pile. 

The hut of the mountaineer, 
.And fought through many a red defile 

With the sling, the shaft, and spear: — 
Of their brave ranks, some of the bravest lay 
In a nameless grave of foreign clay. 



Underneath the snow-born pines 

Of the wild Carduchian hills. 
They had thought of their country's wines 

By the foeman's icy rills: 
At the eagle's scream, they had thought 

On the nightingales off home: — 
"Could such," they had asked, "be the lure that wrought 

Upon Greeks from Greece to roam ?".... 
As they thought of the hour when they blindly sold 
Ten thousand swords for a stranger's gold. 



They are scaling Theche's side — 
Their van is on Theche's brow — 
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What means the pause of the martial tide. 

And the earthquake-cry below? — 
To the sword the tired arm glanced. 

And the languid foot trod proud; 
Over each worn cheek the stern blood danced, 

Like the fire-flash over the cloud; 
The hero woke in each weary man — 
For they deem'd the foe was upon their van! 



On they riish'd as to the fight — 

But it was no battle-word; 
For "the Sea! the Sea!" from the mountain's height 

In a thousand shouts was heard! 
"The Sea! the Sea!'*— that cry 

Seem'd the end of toils and fears ; 
And of all that host, not a freeman's eve 

But was dim with rapturous tears. 
As he saw from the Sacred Mount again, 
Like a line of blue cloud, the distant Main ! 
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At the shout, the eagle swung 

From his eiry far away. 
And the Colchian pheasant sprung 

From his dark wood to the day!*- 
AU bright fell the westering sun 

On the warriors' moving arms; 
By file upon jfile the height was won. 

Till an Army's glad alarms 
Arose — as if life and liberty 
Were in one far glimpse of a 'stranger-sea! 



It was long ere the echoes were still 

That around and afar replied — 
Long ere on the ^acred Hill 

The shouts of a myriad died. 
Then rose the full tones of a lyre. 

And a young voice s weird the sound ; 
Every eye through its tears shot fire. 

As the warriors throng'd around; 
They leaned on their spears in a tranced ring. 
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Mute as the Nine round the Delphic King. 



''Twas a pale Greek girl, whose hand 

There strayed the deep chords among. 
And who pour'd in the stranger's land 

The soul of her country's song : — 
Light was wan to the dark of her eye. 

As it flashed on the distant sea; 
She swept the strings though her breast throbbed high. 

With a hand all firm and free ; 
And rich was the voice, and proud the strain. 
She gave to the winds of the Euxine Main : — 



All haiJ — all hail — thou glorious Sea! — 
These burning tears alone may tell 

With what deep joy I welcome thee. 
And see thy blue Elysium swell 

Again — again — as if my soul 

Shared in thy own exulting roll! 
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We hare been strangers all too long, 
For I was born the Ocean*s child; 

To thee I gave my early song. 
When hope and home around me smiled — 

Ere yet Love taught, in lands afar, 

To trace the crimson steps of War. 



I saw the light in Homer's isle' — 
And every island child is thine; 

But never did thine azure smile 
Seem, even to me, so all divine. 

As now, when first I view once more 

Thy face — the pledge of dangers o'er! 

D?ar to the free thy chainless waves — 
And I was born among ^the free; 

Lons have I breathed the air of slaves — 
But still, oh still, to thine and thee 

My heart would turn, and pine to g*ize 

Ui)ou thee, as in early days. 
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I saw the sweet Cayster wind, 
I passed the broad Euphrates* flood, 

I heard swift Tigris chafe behind. 
On wild Araxes' banks I stood* — 

But all their waters roll'd in vain — 

My heart was on the free blue main! 



Our vows are heard, our task is done — 
Victors! the sea before you lies! 
The amaranthine wreath is won. 

That with the dying never dies! — 
Yours will be memories to inspire 
The patriots heart, the poet's lyre! 



Your arms have lit a Phasis* banks. 
New to the sound of Jason's name ^ 

And warriors! yet your victor-ranks 
Will dim the light of Argo's fame. 

When yonder deep shall idly foam 

Behind the barks it wafted home. 
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Farewell the fear of foreign graves ! 

* Tis not for you, in hostile earth. 
To mingle with the dust of slaves. 

Far from the bright land of your birth ; — 
No! share, where your free fathers died. 
Their slumber's peace, their memory*s pride! 



Pile high the trophy— let it stand 
In future years the tale to tell. 

How through the proud barbarian's land, 
Ye fought your way so redly well! — 

Where is the Orient's sword or chain? 

The Myriad see the Main again!— « 



The landing op AGRIPPINA with the 
ASHES OP GERMANICUS. 



The wide beach seemed alive — 

So dense was the crowd it bore 
It looked as an armed host might strive 
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In vain to reach the shore. 
The young and the gray.haired stood 

The shelving sands along; 
The rocks that looked on the ocean.Oood 

Were rife with the gazing throng; 
Nor conld sex or age one foot restrain 
From the dark human mass that banked the main. 



The City, where Maro died. 

Had sent forth all her throng: 
Nor these alone to the full beach hied — 

But the Land that loved his song 
Poured forth, from the cities afar and near. 

Her thousands to the Bay, 
Till the foremost, pressed by the crowding rear. 

Often touched tJie spangled spray;-— 
They heeded it not — for each heart and eye 
Was fixed where the bright deep lined the sky. 



Calm and soft was the momiog hour 
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While the Day-king upward rode. 
And the burning East, as he left his. bower. 

Like a sea of opal glowed. 
Tlie green Calabrian plain. 

The jdeserted City's pride, 
The expanse of Adrians sapphire main. 

And the far hill's misty side — 
All glowed with a light, so rich yet mild, 
It seemed as on Earth the Sun-god smiled! 



Yet his smiles to them were nought — 

For, of all that countless band, 
Not a brow, nndimmed by the cloud of thought^ 

Might be seen o'er the peopled strand. 
Silont they gazed, or spoke 

With a low and mournful tone 
And, in every wan and anxious look. 

Was a tale of hopes overthrown : 
The robes of the tomb on each breast were seea. 
And the sunk eye told of the grief within. 



y 
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They had watched till hope grew pain. 

For the glimpse of a distant mast; — 
Bat they would not think they gazed in vain — 

And it met their gaze at last! 
Every eye was keenly strained 

On the specks that rose in view. 

Until, as the nearer deep was gaintd, 

» 

The Imperial Fleet they knew: — 
One murmur arose .... **They come! they come !" .... 
And the voice of the mighty mass was dumb. 



Near and more near they bore — 

Can it be thy navy, Rome! 
Do thy sons thus greet their native shore. 

And thy ships their native foam? 
In solemn silence all. 

They heavily drew nigh; 
And it well was seen, by the oar*s slow fell. 

That it bore no freight of joy: — 
One Galley before the rest swept on, 
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And the eyes of all were on her alone. 



She neared the marble piety 

And veiled on her deck was seen — 
A sight to claim a Roman tear-— 

The Caesar's widowed Queen! 
In her arms she closely pressed 

A^Vase in a sable pall ; 
And the funeral robe, on her stately breast, 

Might be seen to rise and fall; 
While around her knees with their young arms twine 
Two orphan hopes of the Julian line.. 



Proudly she stepped to land — 

In despair she forgot not pride — 
And there from the Vase with a wasted hand. 

She drew the pall aside : — 
*Twas their Hero's golden grave— 

Was it thw they hailed him home? 
Famed, feared, and loved-— the benign, the brave — 
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Had he only risen on Rome, 
Like a beautiful star, for a brief hour bright. 
To leave them wrapped in a sabler night? 



As from the fatal Vase 

She drew the dark veiPs fold. 
The sun with a clear and ghastly blaze 

Illumined the Urn of gold : — 
It seemed as the sad gleam broke 

Some spell which had hushed the throng; 
For to one wild cry the echoes woke 

The resounding shores along! — 
Over land and main it swelled the gale. 
And it rung like the voice of an Empire's wail! 



Oh, there was in that cry 

What struck to the heart like a knell; 
^Twas the burst of a nation's agony. 

As it bade to Hope farewell! 
Despair spoke in the sound 
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Which like thunder rose and rang. 
As if the waters a voice had foand. 

And the hills an earthquake's tongue: — 
So wild was the wail o'er dear hopes vain. 
The tall mast rocked on the trembling mainf 



Even the war- worn . veterans wept. 

Nor blushed for the tears they shed 
Over him whose dust for ever slept 

In that narrow golden bed. 
They recalled when his eagles flew 

On the banks of the reddening Rhine ; 
Nor less when his laurell'd legions drew 

To the Roman Thunderer's shrine. 
And, with five royal babes in his splendid car, 
He graced the pomp of his country's war. 



And she — that Hero's wife. 

The daughter of their gods — 
Who had left to share his martial life. 
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Her Sires' august abodes — 
As they gazed on her^ anew 

The pitying tear-drop sprung, 
To think that a spirit, so high yet true. 

Should be thus from its proud hopes flung — 
That the asp should thus unheeded glide 
To the bower and breast of a Conqueror's bride. 



Yet amid that mourning crowd. 

Tearless and mute she moved. 
Though her handmaids round her wailed aloud- 

She mourned as she had loved! 
Tears were too weak to prove 

The grief that swelled her soul — 
The depth of a proud heart's lonely love. 

When the death- waves o'er it roll! — 

She clasped the Urn to her burning heart 

One kiss! the dead and the desolate part! 



The noblest of the land 
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Received the sacred trust; 
And, ranged in a sad and solemn band, 

They bore the imperial dust: 
Wherever they passed, there breathed 

Incense from altars round; 
And the flowers of the grave, by foir hands wreathed. 

Were strown o*er the mournful ground. 
Till the glorious dust at length found room 
On the Tyber*s banks, in the Csesars' tomb. 



THE TWO DREAMS OP JULIAN. 



In his pride the sun went down 

On the gilded waves of Seine; 
And the crescent moon on tent and town 

Shed her pearly light sei;ene. 
A slumbering army lay 

Under hushed Lutetia's walls. 
Who had filed that morn, in arm*d array. 

Through her streets of festal halls. 
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Where laurel hung over every door. 

And flowers were scatter'd their ranks before. 



There's a light in the palace bower, 

Where the lone gold cresset gleams 
Far beyond the midnight hour. 

Though with faint and waning beams. 
Why burns so late and long 

The lamp in that chamber high? 
Why alone, amid the slumbering throng. 

Does the Caesar wake to muse and sigh? 
He has dared his fate — he has staked his all — 
For his father's eagle flies in Oaul! 



He had flung the purple by. 
But its spell remained behind; 

For the mien of conscious majesty 
Is not with its robes resigned: 

On his pale but princely brow 
The strife of his soul was shown. 
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By the cresset's faint and fitfal glow, 

While he paced his bower aloue : — 
As the sage, the prince, or the subject swayed. 
His heart like a plume in the war-breeze played. 



Long he thought on his future path. 

On the perils he must brave. 
On an empire's love, and a tyrant's wrath, 

A throne, or a traitor's grave." 
At length, on the regal bed 

His limbs the Augustus threw. 
And vvoo'd, wilh a fever*d heart and head, 

Late oblivion's welcome dew: 
He slept with his purple around him furl'd, 
He dreamt like the king of the Roman world ! 



For he seem'd, in that broken sleep, 

Rome's awful Spirit to view: — 
Round the Form, with slow and stately sweep, 

A dim phantom-eagle ilew: 
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His voice was the voice of fate 

And eternity glassed his eye — 
He stood at the palace gate. 

And caird with a thrilling cry 
On the name of the sleeper, whose blood ran cold 
To see the Shade of the days of old. 



€€ 



Wake Julian!" the proud Voice spake, 

"Thy glory or shame is mine: 
'Tis the Genius of Rome that calls to wake 

The last of a throne-born li,ne ! 
Was it all in vain I flew 

The path of thy fame before. 
When over the Rhine thy legions drew, 

And it five times roll'd in gore? 
Arise! too long the Spirit of Rome 
At the Caesar's gate demands a home!" — 



The beads were on his brow. 
As the voice fell on his ear; 
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Bat the soal, that feels the hero's glow^ 
Will not long be chilled by fear. 

He started from his sleep, 
With his hand upon his sword. 

And he swore by the Roman Jove, to keep 
The oath in his deep heart stored — 

That, before he sheathed the sword he drew. 

The Sun-bird of Old should its youth renew ! 



And well he kept his word. 

As his Country's page can tell! 
From the fields of Gaul the Imperial Bird 

Wing'd a last flight wide and well. 
But alas! while the path he trod 

Which his name with a proud wreath twines. 
The apostate left his fathers' God 

For the Gods of a thousand shrines — 
And never had Truth a foe like Aim, 
Under whom an Empire's faith grew dim. — - 
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Behold him once again 

On the bare Assyrian sands. 
Encamped on the midnight plain. 

With his brave, but broken bands:-— 
Ah, little their leader thought. 

When he left soft Antioch*s bower. 
That the eagle, in whose shade he fought. 

Should fly from a rival^s power— 
That, ere twice he passed the Tigris wave. 
He should find a red untin^iely gravel 



In his soird imperial yfif^ 

With the march and the fight outworn. 
He had laid him down to rest. 

Till the first faint blush of j^orn; 
But scarce did his eyelids dose 

When the same unearthly Form 
From his troubled soul arose. 

Like the lightning from the storm ;.Tf- 
But the purple garb it had worn before 
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Was around the spectral Shape no more. 



In its place, a inneral vest 

Seem*d to sweep the Form behind, 
Of the hue which robes a father's breast 

For a child to the dust consign*d; 
Its folds concealed his face, 

And his brow to earth was bent. 
As he seem'd, with a slow and moumAil pace, 

To part from the Caesar*s tent; 
But the Vision gave no parting look. 
Nor a word the dreadfUl silence broke. 



From his couch the Monarch sprung; 

He rush'd to the open air:-— 
Instant athwart the night was flung 

A meteor's awful glare! 
The faces of those on watch were dyed 

With a bloody light, yet pale withal,— 
The tents of the sleepers, fkr and wide. 
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Were involved in a sanguine pall,-!— 
And the Emperor deemed among the stars 
He had seen the frown of the Roman Mars ! 



There are times a dream can sink 

The spirits of the bold ; 
But the C;Bsar did not shrink 

From the fate thus darkly told: 
He bade his trumpets sound. 

He bade his eagles fly, 
He moved on his own death-ground 

Like a king to victory: 
But the Parthian dart was aim'd too well — 
The King of the World in glory fell ! 



He fell in a nameless waste. 
But his dust could not repose 

In the land where he breathed his last. 
In the earth of his Empire's foes : -^ 

Where the limpid Cydnus stream 



80 DEWB OF CASTALIE. 

Reflects proud Tanas near. 
They have reared a tomb, tvXL oft to gleam 

With the soldier*s genepons tear: 
They have graven the marble with Julian's name — 
But his noblest epitaph is Fame! — 



THE EVE OF SALAMIS. 



There rolls no wave of all the blue JSgttan, 
But murmurs glory to the sacred shore. 
Recalling when the loud triumphal paean 
Was heard the Salaminian waters o*er; 
When the delivered ocean proudly bore 
The victor fleet in glad disorder oa; 
Each patriot gazing on his land once more, 
Free, by the fight so newly lost and won. 
Her race of science, fame, peace, liberty to run. 



Tears, big tears, filled in .many a manly eye. 
Such tears as consecrate the warrior 'S «bay. 



DEWS OF CA8TALIE. 81 

While the Delivering Navy gallantly 
Swept on, magnificent in diBarray, 
Scarred with the dints of battle: — Glad and gay. 
They rode the waves by them immortal made; 
With ploughs of victory furrowing the bright spray 
To be thenceforth with Glory*s harvest spread. 
Whose amaranthine sheaves each brow in fancy braid. 



It was a sight to warm the slaveys heart-core. 
To see the Fleet of Freedom onward come; 
To note the prond strokes of the meanest oar 
That sped the victors of the Orient home ; 
To watch, by fits, along the snn-lit foam. 
Shield, helm and corslet flashing fast and far— • 
While, ere he left the rich West's golden dome. 
The Day.god checked awhile his sinking car. 
And breathed the steeds of light to hail the finished war. 



Moments, replete with glori^iag thought! 

Ye in yourselves condensed the life of years; — 
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Born of past triumph, and with flitare fVaught — 
Kiadling an iris o'er departed tears. 
And scattering in bright hope the cloudy fears. 
Which veiled thy thunder-peaks. Futurity! 
Light they disperse, as breaks and disappears 
The mountain-mist, when Day's first fire-shaH^s flee 
Wide o*er the Joyous earth and the tumultuous sea. 



No head was there by conscious fame unraised^ 
No eye but lightened with unwonted fire. 
As on the crowded strand the conquerors gazed, 
Masing on home and wife, friend, child, or sire, • 
Perchance some Grecian loved one: — Could ske tire 
Of that day's lofty tale? Would not* her hand 
Awake, ere night, her long-neglected lyre. 
Blending his name with the undying band. 
Whose swords were drawn to fence the daughters ofthefr land } 

All caught the glad #Dn|ELgion;— even the pale 
And wounded warrior raised his drooping head^ 
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When louder, as they drew more nigh, the gale 
His couDtry*s welcome to his Mat ear sped. 
But there was One who, though no tear he shed. 
Nor spoke of rapture, seemed, while calm his tone 
And mien, to claim among the deathless dead — 
Gods of the Past — the wreath their swords had mown. 
Which made their dust a Spring, and yet might green his own. 



There was he seen, his lined and lofty brow 
Turned for a moment towards his rescued land; 
Then sunk, as if he watched the waves below. 
Their hues, their number, and their changes scanned — 
He saw them not, nor heard the plausive band 
Of rival chiefs, before him proudly ranged. 
Who felt, but owned not, that the brow, which planned 
That hour of rights retrieved and wrongs avenged; 
Bore the first palm of realms, whose fates his mind had changed. 



Long as grey ^a*8 clifis Qie thunder brave. 
And clouds and eagles round Parnassus soar; 
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Loug a[8 Gephisuai* and Eurotas* wave 
Mourn for the men, the days, the deeds of yore^ 
Lonfg as one column marks the glorious shore. 
Or one lone flower waves in green Tempers breeze; 
So long thy shade shall float those waters o'er. 
Thy name be voiced along thy native seas, 
Athense*s pride and shame— famed, fallen Themistocles* 



Napoleon of the East! like Am the first 
Among the foremost, while in Freedom*s name 
Thou led'st the van of battle — like htm nurst 
Upon the lap of Glory— wherefore shame 
The breast that fed thee ? and the cause disclaim. 
Which gave such lustre to thine early sword? 
Was it for souls like thine to sink their fame 
Among the satraps of a despot lord. 
And pile with traitorous pomp a parasite^s vile board? 



Thy mom was bright with Freedom — wherefore spend 
Thine eve of life in league with Tyranny? 
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May not the river, where its wanderings end. 
Pure as the young wares of its fountain be. 
And mix unsullied with eternity? 
I know not J but the tongue of all time gone 
Proclaims, if Man be blest, if Earth be free. 
Not by Ambition must the deed be done 
Which still for some vain gaud will leave (he goal unwon. 



Frail gains! even iher^ Ambition's high pulse fell. 
Even then a cloud obscured that noble brow, 
As glancing back o'er the deep's star-dropped sifcll. 
His eye surveyed the grandly mournful show 
Of Asian ships and captives: — Greek hands row 
The torn imperial galleys! — Did the sight 
Remind the conqueror how Fate sways below 
The cypress and the laurel ? — Be what might 
The shade, it came — it passed — his eye as wont grew bright. 



Yet well such scene might prbmpt the gazer's breast. 
How Time and Change the role of man disown. 
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And bid the victor vail his stately crest 
At iron Destiny's imperious throne: 
Late on those decks the Median plumes had flown. 
Anticipating victory — iiow they bare 
In bonds their vanquished lords, while many a moan 
Of bleeding Persians, faintly heard, declare 
How dark to tkem the eve, in Grecian eyes so fair. 

I 

There were they thronged, the satrap and the slave. 

Forgot their bondage, and extinct their pride; 
Following, not sharing, o'er the glittering wave. 
The triumph of the foes so oft decried. 
The slander'd sons of freedom: Some belied 
Grief, by aU felt not, struggling to control 
Thoughts of the fair babe, and the fairer bride. 
Left where thy kingly waves, Choaspes, roll — 
Sweet waves! all wormwood now to the fond exile's soul. 



Oh thou spoird minion of barbaric power, - 
Degenerate Asiarch! could thine eye behold 
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The thoughts of one sach breast in such an hour. 
Haply thine heart, by royalty made cold. 
Would own one generous weakness: — Wherefore roU'd 
This tide of wreck on Europe, but to swell 
Thy vanity of sway > The young, the bold, 
The free, the beautiful, the glorious fell. 
Because weak Xerxes loved a Grecian crown too well. 



The tiger and the serpent, do they roam 
To slake their blood-thirst with the waste of life > 
Seek they in wantonness the peaceful home. 
Or court, undared, the desolating strife ? 
In the deep forest, with night-umbrage rife. 
They fix their dread and solitary lair; 
The orphan'd infant, and the widow*d wife. 
Seldom the wreck their fangs have wrought declare. 
Or wail the fatal rage of venomous despair. 



Unlike the tyrant! hi» far-sceptred hand 
Grasps at supreme dominion ^ and for tliis 
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War calls its locnsls up to waste the land. 
Which yiolation only can moke his. 
Woe^ woe to those who seek their baleful bliss 
In wringing tears, blood, curses, from their kind! 
Who, to revenge the happiness they miss. 
Enthral the body and degrade the mind. 
And with a wronged world's sighs load the lamenting wind! 



But ye, the men, who with their strength hare stri?en» 
What wreath for you shall Liberty entwine? 
Your names will glow like stars along the heaven. 
Instinct with immortality; the line 
Of tuneful spirits will your deeds enshrine 
In lays that live for ever: while forgot— 
Or worse, recorded and accursed — shall pine 
The tyrants memory, yours will haunt each spot. 
On which to win or die was once your glorious lot. 



The men of Marathon are gone; but yet 
Their trophies light the unforgotten plain 
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The sun that look*d on Salamis is set; 
But who dare say its warriors fought in vain^ 
Greece, when she casts off her ignoble chain. 
Will call their spirits from the sacred wave. 
And turn to conquer on the same bright main. 
Hail and farewell! ye everlasting brave. 
Who there to servile life preferred a splendid grave! 



Bend from your clouds, shades of the mighty dead ! 
Hear from your waves the music of your fame! — 
Soon o'er the fields and seas, where once ye bled. 

May loftier lyres than mine your praise proclaim, 

• 

The lyres of Grecian freemen ! May each name. 

Which Time has given to Glory, o'er the bowl — 

The bowl of peace — relume the patriot's ^ame. 

Kindle the fires of the rapt poet's soul. 

And wake the song whose tones through echoing ages roll ! 



Bmi^ of eMUiit. 



BOOK III. DESCRIPTIVE. 



l9rtD0 of €MUlit. 



SUNSET. 
Ere yet above the verge of earth the «im 
His task has ended and his circuit run; 
Ere^ yet the solemn evening deepens o^er 
Skies pure and soft as dreams of days no more; 
Condensing all the splendours of the past. 
Day gives one glance, the loveliest and the last-* 
Seems with a lover*s gaze on earth to dwells 
And bid the world it loves a fond farewell! 



Still, o*er the west in cloudy glory rolFd, 
A crimson ocean ebbs in waves of gold; 
Still to the upland and the hill 'tis ^ven 
To revel in the golden smile of Heaven ; 
Still o*er the woods a parting halo thrown 
Bathes them in hues lets earthly than their own* 

H 
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And eveninf^ steals on nature's calm repose. 
Like Death on Beauty -r- brightest in its close! 



Yet, fair though — passing fair — the gentle hour 
It has upon the heart a saddening power, — 
A melancholy charm, which fills the eye 
With tears we feel without the wish to dry. 
The rich yet tender light that round distils — 
The half-transparent blueness of the hills. 
That o'er the horizon wind with graceful line. 
And glow like early hopes, in vain divine — 
The last vibrations of the woodbird*s lay 
Breathing the requiem of expiring day — 
Tlie brook that seems in pensive light to glide. 
And curb the music of its own sweet tide — 
The leaf, as still as lips that breathe no more — 
The flower, whose date with yonder sun*s is o'er. 
That sparkling seems in mockery yet to bloom. 
And woo the radiance of a splendid doom,^— 
All, all ui4te their spells, as if to show 
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How rapture trembles on the brink of woe — 
How, when it once has touch*d the electric chain, 
A fine joy yibrates to the verge of paiu. 



One parting gKmpse ! -— he mnks — and broad before 

His sunken disk expands the mighty moor: — 

Yety where his last bright glance the siin had given. 

Still glows and bums upon the face of Heaven 

A spot of hectic gold — like the sad bloom 

On the young cheek that seals and mocks its doom ! 

Even as I gaze, that spot more dimly shines; 

To dusky red its fiery gold declines; 

A browner purple the sharp moorland shrouds; 

A colder splendour lights the sinking clouds; 

Save the lone brook, all soundly have died away; 

The air is umber*d, and the woods are grey ; — 

Deep and more deep the shades of evening fall 

And one soft mystery melts and mingles all ! — 
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STARLIGHT. 

There come no seasons there : -^ our earthly year 
Varies from prime to faU^ from flowers to snow. 
And each new month fresh trophies still doth rear 
To Change, the victor of all fields below;-— 
But ye, oh ye, fair heavens! for ever glow 
In the yomig glory of your natal mom. 
When first the realms of space were bade to know 
Their starry kings, 'Creation*s earliest bom, 
Who should for aye on high yon sapphire thrones adorn. 



Thus did ye shine upon the faded pttst^ 
Thus will ye shine oil far fiiturity. 
With living light, and beauty bora to last 
When the least earthly things of earth shall be 
Passed, like the oar.foam from the settlinrg sea: 
Eternity is your ''sweet hour of- prime }** 
Ye smile at ages; for your destiny 
Hath bathed you in some skiey Styx, that time 
Might blench no golden tress, nor dim one eye sublime. 
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Shine on — shine on — ye radiant Thousand, shine! 
Ye hosts of heaven, whose everlasting inarch 
Is one enduring triunipb! Ye divine 
Memorials, on the amethystine arch 
Of Nature graven by God! Oh ye who parch 
The hearts of dust for what they may not know; 
Tempting yon aziure wilderness to search. 
As if some glad oafiis tkere did glow — 
*Twaa but a bright mir^e, and will for aye be so. 

Familiar strangers! Ye who from our youth 
Gleam on our eyes, to prove how dark and b^ind 
Is human thought, where Fancy ekes oqt Truth, 
And sl&aduwy dreains usipp the place assigned 
To life's realities, from which the mind 
Flies to ideal worlds^ peopling the stars 
With shapes of love and beauty ^ikr behind 
The truth of their bright ipysiery, which it mars, 
Because it may not pass Fate*s adamantine bais. 
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The blue Pacific of Infinity, 
Gemm'd with the sacred islets of the skies — 
Each isle a world upon a sapphire sea^ 
And every world perchance a paradise r 
There only that sweet vision of the wise 
And tuneful of past times m not a dream ^ 
There only do those Blissful Isles ariiie, 
Whose fame yet murmurs on the Muse's stream. 
But whose proud shades did ne'er on mortal waters gleam* 



Say, ye who shone on Zoroaster's eye. 
And lit the midnight towers of golden Tyre; 
Who smiled more purely, from a softer sky. 
On Helen's grave and Homer's wakeful lyre,-^ 
Have ye known «/?, and must not man aspire 
To aught beyond him? Shall no earthly ear, 
Drink, at dim midnight, from your shining quire 
Empyreal music? Can we not draw near 
And read the starry tale of yon mysterious sphere > 
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No, for the stamp of dJiy is on the brow— 
The fettered spirit yearns to soar in vain — 
And the ambition of man*s thoughts must bow 
Beneath mortality's recoiling chain. 
Yet is it sweet, though we can ne'er attain 
The prize we woo, the lofty race to run: 
What though it tempt to yon untrodden plain ? 
The eagle's burning goal can ne'er be won — 
But he may pierce the clouds and feel the nearer sun! 



And this is much— for who would e'er forego, 
Beautifbl strangers.' the delicious power 
To make his spirit in your glory glow. 
At solemn midnight's solitary hour — 
To woo the gentle heavens, with all their dower 
Of thought from immemorial Eld bequeath'd ? ^ 
Yon high Elysium holds full many a flower 
With no Pierian laurel yet en wreathed — 
O that around my lyre one such its incense breathed! 
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Sweet, passing sweet, to fllU those* far abodes 
With scenes more bHght than this ditn world e*er knew; 
With beings nobler than poetic gods — 
With winds whose breath is bliss— with streams whose hue 
Pales the clear diamond, as they murmtir through 
Evergreen woodff to seek a deep more fair — ' 
With sacred flowers, that shed hnmortal dew 
Ronnd the pure feet of them who wander there. 
On starrier skies to mtise, in happier fates to share! 



But sweeter for to dream that in some world. 
Some distant world, that gems the blue nighfs dome, 
The spirifs wings, on earth in darkness furPd, 
May woo the soft winds of a lovelier home? 
As Beauty sprang from the pure ocean-foam, 
May not Truth float on the rich depths of song?— 
But where, oh where, would fond conjecture roam> 
Our clueless phantasies may stray too long 
The labyrinthine bowers of Night and Heaven among. 
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PALMYRA. 

The past — the past — the hoary past— 

It rises in its youth again! 
0*er Syria's desert, void and vast» 

I see the Lord of Israel reign ! 
From the green land of palms around 

The roofs of ancient Tadmor rise ; 
And Syrians breezes wait the sound 

Of Zioirs holy melodies I 
Behold the bearded Hebrew bend 

Tow*rd the far land Jehovah gave. 
While strains from IsraeFs harps ascend 

First heard by Siloa*s distant wave! 
See the pale inaids of Judah dancing 

In man3^ a lone and palmy bower. 
Their glorious eyes with dark fire glancing, 

Beneath their own rich sunset's hour! 
It fades — it fades — the dream is o*er, 
I see grey Tadmor's roo& no more. 
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Again — again! — in other years, 

On Tadmor*s site behold arise 
Tlie young Palmyra; bright she rears 

Her marble crown in eastern skies! 
Long had she slept in dim repose, 

Scorn'd or forgot by empires round; 
When like a new-born star, she rose. 

Brightening the wasters remotest bound:-— 
Commerce had breathed its quickening breath 

0*er those lone lands on Syria's plain; 
She rose from darkness and from death 

Alas, magnificent in vain! 
Soon the far sons of every land 

Mix in her marts, a varied throng! 
As wave on wave o*ersweeps the strand. 

They crowd her splendid streets along: 
To breathe for gold her distant air, 

Indian and Greek forsook their home; 
And Mithra*s votary greeted there * 

The servant of the gods of Rome. 
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Now through the buzzing mart drags on 

Its cumbrous length some burthen'd wain; 
Now from his chafing barb, anon. 

An Arab marks the stranger train: — 
The beautiful and haughty steed 

Curves his fine neck, and champs the wind» 
And shows even thus with what free speed 

He flung the wilderness behind !-t 
Next winds the. lengthened caravan. 

Laden with every precious store. 
By Nature given, or wrought by Man, 

On many a far and favoured shore. 
Rich Indian spices there are mix'd 

With treasures of the eastern bee^ 
And costly vases breathe betwixt 

Gums from the incensc-bleoding tree: 
Sweet dates from many a grove of palm. 

Grapes sunn*d on many a distant vtne^ 
Are blent with amber and with balm. 

With nnwrought gold^ and perfum'd wine: 
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There too, the wondert of the loom. 

That weaves the purple wealth of Tyre, 
Are piled o*er caskets which inhume 

Rare gems, like drops, of crystalVd fire. 
Moving in long and docile line. 

Like their own kindred sands in hue. 
The camels, tow*rds their welcome shrine. 

File the voluptuous suburbs through. 
Fair was the scene that met around 

The weary traveller's brightening eye; 
Dear to his fainting heart the sound 

Of living waters warbling nigh : — 
Oh ne'er can music breathe so sweet,— 

No not the music of the sphere, — 
As those cool tones, when first they greet 

The desert pilgrim's fevered^ar !— » 
Nor heard alone those fountains well,— 

Oft gleaming throngh festooning shadesi 
Clear as they left their rocky cell. 

They gushed^ or fell ia bright cascadai^ 



Through fadeless bowers in whose rich gloom 

The queenly rose of Sjrria reared 
Her incensed crown, and every 'bloom 

That gems the flowery East appear*d. 
There, o*er their beds the waters flashed. 

Flinging the soul of freshness round — - 
Here into sculptured cisterns dash'd. 

Reviving, by their shine and sound. 
The camels, as around they stood. 

Draining the fresh and sparkling ware. 
Their grey forms imaged in the flood 

Which deep their sultry nostrUs lave ^ — 
While near, beneath some lofty palm. 

Whose green shade trembles on the tide. 
The same sweet sounds their drivers calm 

To slumber at the fountaio-Mde. 
Day wanes, and in the sunsets glow 

The radiant hills of Syria rise ; 
And goldenly the plains below 

Catch the deep glory of the akies. 
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Magnificent the parting sun 

Illumes the pile, the f^ne, the tower. 
Or rests in loving light upon 

The green crest of the glowing bower. 
High on whose still and summer boughs 

The Orients boming nightingale 
Hymns to his crimson love his vows. 

And bids her odorous sighs exhale. 
With softened sound the waters fall ; — *• 

On the calm sunny air the cries 
Of toil and trade have died, and all 

Is hush'd into a quiet voice,— 
A still, wide hum, — that breathes of peace, 

And well beseems the gentle hour. 
When for a while life's labours cease. 

And Evening brings her golden dower. 
Calm, happy hour! — and when more bright 

Did thy soft presence gleam below. 
Than when, all glorified with light. 

Palmyra's piles gave back thy glow> 
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They fade — the last rich gleams of day 

Fade in the red dusk of the clime ; -^ 
And soon the stately streets are gay 

With lights, and mu^ic*s festal chime: 
The bowl is twined with fragrant flowers. 

The banquet spread in many a hall. 
And joyous fleet the rose-crown'd hours 

O'er many a brilliant festival. 
Yet some there were who stole from these 

To scenes less briglit, but far more dear. 
Their hearts of Ibneliness to ease. 

In solitude of sweet shades near; 
Wooed by the hour which lovers love. 

When beauty looks most beautiful. 
And when the soil light from above 

Has power all dreams but one to lull;—" 
All save that one, the dearest far 

Of all man dreams beneath the sky. 
Brightening his life, as some sweet star 

Lights up tli£ cold wave murmuring by. 
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Palmyra then had shades as iair. 
As ever heard the whispered tdk, 

Where no sound broke the star.Ut air^ 
Save music of the nightingale. 



All silent now ! — The starry wings 

Of Midnight wrap the lonely plain ^ 
The murmurs of the sleepless springs 

Alone disturb her solemn reign. 
Oh full of gorgeous gloom that hour. 

Where'er it falls, the wide world round! 
It gives to every scene a power 

To stir the soul with thoughts profound; — 
With tfioughts that, like sidereal strains. 

Are all unheard the bright day long. 
But when Night breaks their fbuntain-chains, 

Gush forth at once in mystic song! 
Yet ne'er on scene more grand, more fkir, 

Look'd Midnight from her purple throne. 
Than that, which slept beneath her there^— 
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The glorious dty mate and lone ! 
The eyerlasting stara shone down-~* 

The burning stars of that pore sky — 
Tonching the dim and shadowy town 

With hues that met no mortal eye. 
In strange and awM light arose 

The sculptured arch, the colnmn'd fane; 
And in one glimmering haze repose 

Palmyra and her green domain. 
Yet seem*d a light more sad than this. 

To be by Syria^i midnight shed 
Upon the wide Necropolis-^ 

The silent City of the Deadf 
It gleam*d upon the place of tombs ; 

It tinged each pale white sepulchre. 
And glimmered on the cypress glooms 

That rose in fUneral verdure there — 
Oyer the dust of those of old. 

Who lived, who loved, and passed away. 
Leaving their story to be told 
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By stones that long survive all clay : — 
There yet the proud tombs stand in scorn 
Of the forgotten desert-born ! •— 



A STROLL IN MARCH. 



Tis rather early yet to talk of Spring — 

But every thing around me looks so vernal. 

That I perforce mnst sport a cuckoo's wing, 
( Not without view to the Colonial Journal : ) 

Yet, since even May is not now quite the thing 

Which in earth's golden prime was named Eternal, 

I own tis somewhat antedating time. 

To build in stormy March the halcyon rhyme. 



Yet tis a true Spring day ; and if excuse 

"Were due for singing when and what we please, 

I think I could a decent one produce. 

In spite of hedge-rows bare and leafless trees : 

Besides all rhymers claim prescriptive use. 
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Present and future to confound at ease ; — 
Of old one name involved both Bard and Prophet — 
^was a warm cloak, I wonder who could doff it 



But to my theme: Spring's own delicious essence 
Floats on the golden air, and breathes along 

The heart, which thrills (be it a bard's or peasant's) 
Till life is bliss, and thought is all but song; 

The very verdure deepens its presence. 

And Nature's hoary brow again looks young, ' 

While Heaven appears like a blue sea unrolled. 

To cleanse the ''vapours of this sin- worn mould ." 



So soft the breeze, as if it wished to prove 

How March can whisper in the breath of May, 

Albeit the zephyr And no rose to love. 

Nor sweets to rifle from the white-thorn spray: 

Though no fond love-song wake the shadeless grove, 
Down shrills the blithe lark's firmamental lay. 

From the red furrow sounds the rook's far call. 
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Should any wit presume to call them so. 

Let him take choice, of Yandal, Goth or Hunr 

If on ParDassus one poor laurel grow, 
Or if thei# be one drop in Helicon, 

I am determined— but as yet no matter-— 

I think we started i¥om ''the sound of water. *^ 



That sound is eloquent^ wherever heard. 
And rather apt to make me talkative—- 

I mean tn ink, for I am seldom stirr'd 
A vwa voce utterance to give 

To thoughts, as dear as starlight to the bird 
That seems for night and soktude to live: 

Bat now adieu, dig^ssion and apology! 

I turn to study Nature^s grand Phrenology. 



How splendid sleeps on Cawsaod lone and proud. 
The sauny snow! save where it lighter fell. 

Or where tlie sun has thawed the mountain shroud. 
Or wind or rain dissolved tbe silver spell: 
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There only w the dark hiU*s face allowed. 

By glimpses of its own rich hues to tell— 
Just as a Spanish Donna*s veil discovers 
Only one eye to make and maddeA lovers. 



Dear to my heart that mountain stem and wild; 

Beneath its shade a mother's early years 
Passed from her birth— and there, idiile yet a child« 

She gave her father's grave an orphan's tears. 
Oh breathes there one, who never was beguiled 

To love like me — for something that endears 
More than the beautiflil, or the sublime -> 
The sweet localities of olden time > 



More near the son lights up green Fossbury, 

Where banners waved of old and warriors fell; 

Dark towers its coronal of firs on high. 

While blue beyond the distant moorlands swell. 

And brown beneath, tinged with faint verdure, lie 
The young-com slopes that fence ^Oor Lady's Well, 



116 DBWB OT CASTALir. 

Sweet Spring! once sacred to the Virgin Mary» 
And worthy any virgin, njrmph or fairy! 



And now I torn me firom the distant scene 
To note things less imposing, it is true — 

The pale smoke fading in the sky serene 
From the low cottage almost lost to view^ 

The plough-boy, changing Natare*s elfin green,. 
As *twere by magic, to a red-brown hue. 

Thinking I dare say (impoetic sinner) 

Of nought in heaven or earth— except his dinner. 



There seems up from the sunny earth to pass 
A tremulous film of fine transparent gauze, 

Bright as the beads that crown the champagne glass,. 
And clear as firost that on the snow-drop thaws; 

Floating in waves of elemental gas, 
A lucid veil of crystal air it draws 

Over the face of Earth— like tiie pure glory 

Round some grey martyr*8 brow in pictured stoiy. 
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IVesh-dyed in green the tparkUog ivy looks ^ 

The floweriDg gorse fires round a golden volley; 

The fern waves greener in the hedge-row nooks; 
And wears a richer gloss the burnished holly; 

Oh Natare*s — Natare*s is the prime of books! 
(Excepting one, which not to except were folly) 

Sunbeams the type, — the page, the teeming sod — 

The work, the splendid Poetry of Ciod! 



On days like this 'tis joy to feel we breathe ! 

Their sunshine does not only light the eyet^^ 
But pierces to the shadowy heart beneath. 

And gives to earth the hues of Paradise. 
On such days Poesy may braid a wreath 

Of fancies that seem bright realities; 
And Love may dream of Hope and Joy, as though 
Such flowers of Heaven would never fade below. 



Beneath yon bank of primrose — lovely link. 

That weds the time of storms to that of flowers-^ 
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One lonely violet o*er the streamlet's brink 
Leans, the bine prophet of yet ^lirer honrs. 

When a new world of bloom and balm shall drink 
The dews of Spring, and in her thousand bowers, 

Tlie soul of Love shall wake the breatli of Song — 

With which I close, as mine is somewhat long. 



A SEA-SIDE REVERIE. 



How light and lovely is that parting hour. 
When, swathed in lambent gold, the autumnal sun 
Centres upon the West his pomp and power, 
And tells in glory that his work is done! 
How deep the joy in such an hour to shun 
All that the expanding spirit might control j 
And full of Aer, the heart's own loveliest one. 
Where the wide waves th^ir glorious vespers roll. 
To muse the voiceless thought, and gaze the impassioned soul ! 



The shoreward deep like molten emerald glows; 
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The distant burns with quivering rubies gay; 
As, o'er its bower of green, the crimsoned rose 
Shoots into air, and trembling drinks the day: 
Each keel that gaily ploughs the crashing spray 
Furrows its course in foam and light behind; 
Around the bark careering sea-fowl play. 
With sidelong wings to woo the breeze inclined; 
While the hoarse ship-boy's song floats mellowing on the wind. 



Pregnant with light some sprinkled cloudlets swell, 
In burning islets, o*er the illumined West, — 
Long to retain the lingering sun's farewell. 
Like the last smile of Love on Grief impressed. 
Day sinks, but triumphs as it sinks, to rest, 
Like Virtue lightening through the grave to Heaven: 
Yet even on Earth, what more than earthly zest 
To the rapt spirit's sun-ward glance is given. 
While thus it springs to drink the glassy gold of even! 

A world of light and music!— Many a breeze 
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Pants on the wave, and trembles to the shore. 
Whispering its love-tales to the dimpling seas. 
And fleeting, soon as its light tows are o'er. — 
Oh, these are hours, when the free soul may soar. 
In dreamful blessedness, to climes above, — 
May join the beings it had loved of yore 
In starry spheres of cloudless light and love, 
Where through the bowers of bliss the immortal fountains rove! 

Lo, the proud •Mount! whose form, in graceful sweep, 
Dyed with the last hues of the year and day. 
Curves, like a forest-rainbow, o'er the deep. 
Which heaves, all foamless, round its sheltering bay! — 
Pilgrims of Beauty! ye who, far away. 
Roam where poetic deserts sadly smile! 
Gaze here and own — Can distant climes display 
A scene more rich than yonder gorgeous pile ? — 
Oh, ere you leave her, search your own unrivaird Isle! 

For who, with human heart, could ever roam 

* Mount Edfeumbe. 
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Through scenes aad hours like these, nor prize them high-— 
Hail the green land that girds his childhood's home> 
And cease fbr brighter sans and realms to sigh? 
**Vain, •very vain," to search a distant sky 
For charms proAisely sparklifig o'er our own: 
For he, who seeks, will find beneath his eye 
All that can teach what Gfenius e'er has known, 
And bid the heart upclimb to Glory's Alpine throne. 



Low sinks the sun; and dim, o'er shore and sea. 
Steals a transparent shade, of deepening gloom; 
And louder swells the wave's wild melody. 
As if its tones might fill the sunlight's room: 
Now comes the enchanted hour, when Fancy's loom 
Weaves o'er the visible dark her mystic charms — 
Calls forms from Heaven, or wakes them from the tomb. 
All that the weak or guilty soul alarms. 
And with elysian dreams tbe mourner's spirit warms. 



Hark !^-« Heard ye not, amid the pausing surge, 

• Goldsmith. 
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- Some more majestic and unearthly tone? 

A strange deep sound, — Day*s momentary dirge, — 

At whose lone voice the waters hushed their own? 

It seemed the sighing and sepulchral moan 

Of Syren, waiting in her sparry cell, 

0*er powers and charms no longer feared or known; 

And wild and sad that mermaid^voice.did swell. 
Am, o*er the dusky heath, the distant funeral bell. 



*Tis hush'd; and o'er the darkening waste once more 
I hear the waves, and sea-birds* desolate cry : 
The nearer waters melt into the shore. 
While their for verge is blended with the sky. 
The star which lovers worship gleams on high. 
And, traced in glittering fragments on the main, 

. Binds Heaven and Ocean in a golden tie — 
Type of that bright and more than mortal chain. 

Which .links young hearts, where Love and Love*s sweet 

[witcheries reign. 
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he\»« of ttMMit* 



ALEXANDER AT PARADISE. 
'Twas a soft and sunny land 

To which the Conqueror came. 
Though now the place of the radiant strand 

Is a blank in the chart of fame. 
It was far in the Indian regions lone. 

The delicious land he found; — 
Ohy when shall there be of its brightness thrown 

A glimpse upon earthly ground? 
It passed Alexander's eyes before. 
Like a beautiful dream : — it is now no more. 



He came to an unknown stream. 
And he traced its banks along; 

ft 

It roird with an all unearthly gleam 
And a murmur more rich than song: 
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The flowers of this world were round — 
But in more than earthly bloom; 

The bird's lay mix*d with the river's sound — 
But it wav'd a brighter ^lume. 

And san^ with a voice more melting there. 

Than ever was heard but in that sweet air. 



It was seldom peace came o*er 

A breast to the war-field given; 
He loved to muse on the battle's roar 

And the steed o'er the dying driven : -— 
Yet the lone and lovely scene 

Flung over his heart its calm; 
His eye was mild and his brow serene, 

As if bome mysterious balm 
Had been sprinkled over his stormy soul. 
And bidden its war-waves cease to roll. 



A moment there he stood, 
No more Ambition's slave. 
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Entranced by the sound of the warbling flood. 

And the light of its shining ware. 
At length to his wondering train 

The Toice of the ELing was heard. 
But so changed in its tone, that they wished again 

To dwell on each silver word — 
""We will trace this mystic stream to its birth. 
If it be indeed a river of Earth." 



Against its course they strayed. 

Through meads of the softest bloom, . 
While the breeze, o'er the fairy stream that played. 

Drew from it a strange perfume. 
Swans, whiter than ever were seen 

Their wings on the wave unf^rFd, 
Or sang, from their bowers in the islets green. 

Songs meet for a fairer world; 
The lotus in unknown lustre blew. 
And the rose seemed starred with elysian dew. 
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The scene, at each step they took. 

Still became more woikIdoiib ifoir; — 
Oh» at that bright stream 'a single look 

Were enough to heal despair!. 
At length, they saw where the lirer dived 

Underneath a lustrous wall 
Of gems, and the King at a gate arrsr*d 

Wrought of burning diamond all : 
Trees within, unnamed in mortal bowers, 
Droop'd under the weight of their splendid .'flowers. 



The eager King struck long 

At the radiant gate in vain; 
But at length within a voice of song 

Replied to his call again: -^ 
<<Who has traced the sacred springs ^ 

Who knocks at the biissfiil gates?" — 
^'Alexander, King of the wide world*s Kings, 

Too long for an entrance waits." — « 
"Too long, proud spoiler? — return thee home,— 
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No bloodstained feet in tlMse pure bo wen coam!"— 



*'Aiid who will dare refiase 

What the victor of Earth demands ?** — 
"He is One, thon man of blood, whose dues 

Most be paid by holier hands, •— 
In whose eye thou art a worm. 

In whose scale thou art but dust. 
Who gave thee that mind, and power, and form. 

Which have been too much thy trust: 
Retire from these walls with thy guilty swords — 
This Paradise is the Almi6HTT Lobd*S!*'-- 



Alexander felt it vain 

To press for an entrance more; 
Yet it was with grief and pain 

That he left the diamond door: 
But scarce had his steps been turned. 

When open the bright gate flew. 
And a Form, in whose eye the Immortal bum*d. 
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Before him a Veiled Gift threw: — 
^Let this," said the Seraph, "a token be, 
Thou hast stood so near the Paradise-tree.'* — 



The Conqueror reached his camp. 

Of the strange udventure fiilT; 
But how did the gift his warm hopes damp — 

*Twas the fragmeiU of a skuUf — 
'*Is this my prize> Was it but for thiSy 

That I stood by the Rainbow Wall^ 
Tliat I heard, upon the winds of bliss. 

The musical life-stream's foil ? — • 
What this may mean it were vain to try. 
Unless the Giver himself were nigh.'* 



Just as the words he spoke. 

An Old Man enter'd there: — - 
His strength by the weight of years was brcAe, 

And in silver flowed his hair. 
^ Yet his brow, though pale, was high; 
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His form, thongh fnul, was graudj 
And the light of youth yet. flashed in his eye. 

Though the staff was in his hand : 
He passed through the midst of the conrtly ring. 
And in calm sweet tones addressed the King:— 



<'Lord King, the Immortals Gift 

Has that which passes show; — 
Though light enough for a babe to lift. 

It outweighs all the wealth below. 
Let the balance straight be brought, 

And the gold of thy rich stores laid 
Against it — all will be as nought. 

With that light fragment weighed/* — 
The treasure was brought, and in heaps uproird. 
But the bone weighed down the Conqueror's gold ! 



''I see Uiee, Prince, amazed 

At the marvel I hare shown; 
jBnt know, the more the pile is raised 
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The more will the Gift tank down. 
Wouldst thou aesdc ni!e how or why? 

I have come to answer aU-^^ 
That bone is ^ cell of a human ^e. 

And it once contained a ball. 
Whose thirst of gain nought ever could slake. 
Though the Sea had been changed to a Golden Lake."- 

"Can there nought," said the musing King, 

''To sink the rich scale be found > " — 
The Old Man stepped frotai the tent to brin^ 

A turf from the broken ground: 
He crumbled the earth on the bone — 

Down sunk the golden scale : — 
''Behold, proud monarch, the moral shown 

Of thine and of every tale ! 
When the dust of the grave shaU seal it (f€i\ 
The insatiate eye can desire no mchre^ 



*i 



My guards!*' Alexander cried <^ 
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Dares tte dofaa^d bratre me bere ?** -^ 
With an eye of death the Seer be eyed •*- 

But it soon was fixed in fear! 
The snows of eartbly age 

Became locks of starry prime ; 
The form and face of the Stranger-Sage 

Wore a glory unknown to time; 
And they, who had seen the bright gates expand. 
Remembered the Guard of the Paradise-Land ! 



"Farewell, proud Prince!" — he said. 

And his voice like music nmg, -^ 
** Farewell, proud Prince ! — thou hast ill repaid 

The lore of a Seraph*s tongue ! 
Farewell for ever!" — and bright 

His rainbow plumes unfold. 
And the radiant Form is lost to sight 

In a cloud of purple and gold ! . 
Ere a pulse could beat was the l^ght One gone, 
And behind was left but the Gift alone f 
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THOUGHTS ON the INFLUENCES of RELIGION. 

How purely, along this beaiitiAil stream, 
I have seen the rays of the eve-star play. 

As if there they had lov*d in peace to gleam. 
Where they found a mirror as fair as they! 



How sweetly, within yon lonely grove» 
I have heard the hymn of the wood>bird ring 

Like the song of a bird from a bower above. 
Only lit upon earth to rest her wing! 



How richly now, as the sunbeams sink, 
The golden waters ia music roll — 

Oh the lingerer there might almost think 
That the wave superb had itself a soul ! — 



Pure shone that star — 
But how purer far . 
Eternal hope and her glories are! 
Time ripples away. 
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Bat iU waves, as they stray. 
Are gemm'd with the light of elysian day. 



Sweet the greenwood strain — 

Bat it melts in vain 
On the reft one*s ear in the trance of pain : 

The song is of heaven, 

To which it is given 
To bind the heart that the world has riven. 



Rich the evening wave 

That the san beams pave— - 
Bnt no waters of Earth may the stained heart lave ; 

On the Word's bright ground. 

Can alone be found 
The rivers that warble redemption round. 



Go thither, and there 
Sin, fear, and care, 
Will leave the spirit, serene and fair; 
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And the foot, that has trod 
That hallowing sod. 
Will press for ever the flowers of God! 



MORAL LINES. 



Floating down the current of time to the tomb. 
We hallow too much the flowers on its side, 

As the Indian does the frail iBar bloom 

Of the lotus that drinks of his sacred tide. 



But thus should we part with the pearl of heaven. 
To treasure on earth its rifled shell ? 

Or is aught so precious by this life given. 

That we bid to the other a glad farewell?—- 



Oil think^ amid all thy flowers, how soon. 

Son of Earth, the adder may cross thy way •— 

How quickly, amid the blaze of noon. 

The cloud of the grave may eclipse thy day I 



Go, taste of the banquet of this wopldfs-^ys. 
And drink of the nectar of earthly love ; 

But remember betimes to lift thine eyep. 

In the midst of them all, to the things above. 



Thus sweeter by far shall fby life bloom on. 
Than theirs who forget that they e-er must fall, 

And over the future the pasts light thrown 
Shan sign with a rainbow its cloudy pall. 



And thus to thy God, without fear or crime. 
Thy spirit, whenever *tis called, will flee ; 

And the hand that scatters the wreath of time. 
Will weave one of paradise-flowers for thee. 



WRITTEN AT SUNSET. 



Lo, the sun*s triumphal car 
Bears the victor from his war ; — 
Yet a moment he delays 
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0*er the last of vanqaished days. 
Rearing, on the weft*8 Uue shore. 
To his God one trophy more*.-— 
Golden baaners here are twining. 

There rich clouds, like arms, are roird-— 
Fiery arms that burn in shining. 

Shield of light and sword of gold. 
Pause and view yon pile sublime 
On the field of conquered time! 



Pause and look, with no vain gaze. 

Where goes down the last of days : 

Read the moral writ in fire 

On the day's proud funeral pyre. 

Life is like the vanished sun; 

Swift as that its race is run. 

Like the clouds, which veird the azure 

Of the day for ever pass'd. 
Tears and trials dim the pleasure 

Of man*s hours, until the last 
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Trace and learn the lore sublime 
On the scroll of parted time! 



Enter, like the lord of day. 
On thy brief, but lofty way. 
Scorn, like him, each dusky cloud, 
Weaving round a transient sfarond: 
Pass, like him, serene and high. 
On the march that wins the sky: — 
So shall every cloud surrender 

Ail its gloom at evemng honr. 
Verging, in one pomp of splendour. 

Round the light that spum'd its power t — 
List, oh list, the voice sublime 
From the grave of buried time! 



SORROWS AND CONSOLATIONS. 



What is there in life, when the visions of hope. 
Like ice in the sun, are faded. 
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And the heart, unfit with the world to oope^ 
Is oft by the world degraded } 



<' Child of the dust ! the heartfelt tear 
May cleanse that sinfUl shrine^ 

And over the drops of holy li'ear 
The rainbow of Hope may shine.*' 



What have we in life, when doomed to moiim 

That Youth was ever believing,-*^ 
When over the living, as rO*er the cold vamy 

* 

We grieve that Earth is deceiving ^ 



*< Child of the earth! there's One above. 
Who heals the moamer's grief: 

Forget the sorrows of mortal love. 
And seek at His hand relief.** 



The spring that waters the desert of Life 
Flows bitter with Death and Sorrow; 
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And the flowers, to.(]ay wHb fiagranoe rife. 
Lie blighted and law to-ttorroiv. 



«ChUd of the skies! Oh lift thine eye 
To the land beyond the tomb. 

Where springs the fonnt of Eternity 
And the flpwers of Eden bloom!*' 



FABLE. 



A Seraph, who onjqe had his plnmes nnfturVd 
From his Eden, among the stars to stray. 

As, returning, he flew by this unknown world. 

Had to learn where he was, ere he found his way. 



He saw a young bridegroom,— liis wings he stayed, 
Hung his dazzling wreath on a cloud of even. 

Then lighting he ask*d to what world he had stray*d--« 
The happy young mortal exdaim'd *twa« a '*HeaTen.** 



14S DBW8 OF CA8TALIB. 

^Nay, nay/* the radiant Stranger cried» 

''If this be a Heaven, Oh it is not onrs! ** — 

So, regaining his wreath, he flew on, and sighed 
For his own glad land of immortal flowers. 



Next he found, in a clime all sunny with fkme, 
A Bard who could darken the heart too well; 

The bright Visitant ask*d him his world to name — 
In a moment of gloom he replied, "a Hell**! 



''Oh no,** thought the Seraph, "though newly come down. 
Well I know that neither of these is here.** -« 

So again he resum*d his shining crown. 

Too bright for the eyes of a twilight sphere. 



Last he lit before one, whose eyes, though dim. 
Were fix'd on the tale of Redemption*s birth ; 

Asking what the planet was called of hinij 

The old man told him its name was "Earth.** 
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t 

*' Happy they, *' said the Seraph, '*who dream it no HeaVen; 

''Happy they/* said the Seraph, **who make it no Hell; 
^For 'tis written above, that to them will be ^ven 

Who shall nse it as Em-ih, with their God to dwell r 



HYMN OF MARY MAGDALENE. 



Glorious Father! lo, before Thee 

Bends an erring child of clay; 
Humbly there she dares implore Thee, 

That her feet no more may stray: 
Hear in pity. Lord of Nature! 

Since our frailty Thou dost know; 
Lead, oh lead. Thy pardoned creature, 

Where redemption*s fountains flow. 



0*er my soul and all her errors. 
Pitying stretch Thy golden rod. 

Shew Thy power without its terrors 
Gall the suppUant to her God: 
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Bid the tardy gleaner pAhtt 
In the living field of beayeo^ ' 

Let the prodigal a Fatiier 

Find In Thee — the pasi forgiven! 



Never more shall sin's dotninion 

Then enthral this ransomed breast; 
Heavenly hope shall spread her pinion^ 

Earthly passion sink to retft: 
Never more in pleasures idle 

Shall my spirit's lamp decay; 
Bui to Christ's eternal bridal 

Light my steps and cheer my way! 



The fall of the LEAF. 



Not a flower is left for the vagrant bee. 
The evening winds have a dirge-like sigh^ 

And the changed leaves hang on the mournM tree. 
Like fabe friends waiting the time to fly. 
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It is come — the honr^ the ominons hour 

_ • 

When SiuBiBer mwt lay her last glories down^ 

And resign to the cold usnrper^s power ^ 

A faded robe and a gemless crown. 



Yet the dying year is beantiful still 

Though the last of its summer days has shone; 
And we yet may gaze, from tiie sunset hill. 

On the shining foam of its bright waves gone. 



Still, still, it is sadly sweet to gaze, 

By the soft rich light of the calm day-faU» 

On tJie brilliant relics of foitaer days. 

Over which is stealing the 6poiIer*8 pall. 



As the moonbeams rest 4>n tha mouid^ng pHe^ 
Distinctly dim and obsoupely dear. 

The tender tints of the sunset smile 

-Qn ^e ruins left of &e blooming year. 
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Tis a scene as the stars and mountains old. 
And yet as the Springes first roses new; — 

*Tis a tale from the date of Eden told. 
Yet still, though sad, it is dear and true. 



We look, as our fathers look'd of yore. 
On the fading wood and the falling leaf; 

We read the book they have read before, 

And our hearts run o*er with *the joy of grief/ 



A light comes back from the mystic Past, 

Which shines on the soul with a beam of power. 

And thaws the ice th^t the world had cast 
0*er the fountain of thought in a colder hour. 



We hear a ,Toice which whispers that we 
The fate of all thfit we mourn must feel; 

That seared the verdure of Hope must be. 

And the Autumn of Age o*er the worn heart steal; 
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And Oh, that — saddest and worst of all. 
The darkest sand in the time-glass shed — 

Every leaf and flower of Life's tree must fall. 

Their green bloom withered, their sweet breath fled!—- 



Alas, that Pleasure should only give 

Her elixir pure in an icy bowl. 
Which melts at our touch, as we vainly strive 

To cool the thirst of the fevered soul! 



Alas, that the things most dear below. 

Like the Autumn leaves should fade and fall — 

That the bleak death-wind should over them blow» 
And waft them each to the rest of all ! 



To the rest of aU ? — But where. Oh where. 
Is the goal of all that breathe and die ? 

Waves not the spirit, in purer air. 

The wings she soiled in this cloudy sky> 
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Is there no bright land, wlvere no Amtimin iseioi^ 
The verdure of Hope and the bloom of Love > 

Where unsullied by ski, imdewdd by tean^ 
Lifers rofles spaii&le in bowers abov«? 



*' There MAY BE," responds the Toice of Earth; — 
*' There IS,** deep warble the harps of Heaven, 

** T/ie grave mag give a young wngd hir&i 

And your fading woM is a VMndd forgiven!** 



The BEE-HIVE. 



Ye musical liotmds of the feiry king. 

Who hunt for the golden dew; 
Who track for your game the green coverts of Spring, 
Till the echoes that Inrk in the flower-bells ring 

With the peal of your elfin crew ! 



How joyous your life, if iti pleasures ye knew^ 
Singing ever Arom bloom to bloom! 
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Ye wander Uie sammer-year's paradise through. 
The souls of the flowers are the viands for yon. 
And the air that you breathe perfUme. 



But unenvied your joys, wbile the richest you miss,-— - 

For before you no brighter life lies : — 
Who would part with his cares for enjoyment like this. 
When the tears, that enbitter the pure spinf s bliss. 
May be pearls in the crown of the skies ? 



MORNING. 



Trembling in the gold of day. 
Every leaf and dew-drop glows ^ 

And the flowers that slumbering lay 
Waken from their dim repose. 

Diamond-dropping, pure and fliir. 

Breathing forth their fragrant prayer. 



Lo, the lark with early wing 
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Climbs, in music climbs the sky; 
Hark, with songs the woodlands ring 

And the air is melody! 
Morning wakes, with touch of fire. 
This bright world^s Memnonian lyre. 



All is incense, all is praise. 

Earth is peace, and Heaven is love. 
While Creation*s hundred lays 

Float in one rich hymn above; 
Nature*s high cathedral rings. 
While her choir the anthem sings: — 



— " Light and Life and Lord of all. 
Thine is each resplendent world. 
From this green and sun-lit ball, 

I 

i 

To the stars through ether hur^*d! 
Hear us. Thou on whom we call. 
Light and Life and Lord of all! 
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Kingdom, glory, power are thine, 
God of all in Earth or Heaven ! 

Flowers that glow, and suns that shine, 
Tliou didst form, and Thou hast given! 

Hear and bless us when we call. 

Light and Life and Lord of all ! " — 



Such the hymn by Nature rais'd, — 
Oh can man be mute the while } 

Can the Maker pass unprais*d. 

When such works around him smile? 

Child of Heaven! go forth and bow. 

With its light upon thy brow. 



Pray that thus the mom of bliss 

Break at length on ti^ine and thee; 

Pray that through a life this 

God vouchsafe thy light to be : 

Seek his grace, and own his power. 

In that pure and golden hour. 
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The lily, 

O pause, and hail the Lily's God, 
The Oaardian of the flower ; •— 

His sunshine warmed its native sod. 
His love distiird the gentle shower. 
And bade it grace its summer bower. 



Ere earth had borne the beanteous child. 
He wove its light in gloom. 

He screened it from the whirlwind wild. 
Of snow and silver wrought its bloom. 
And fiird its chalice with perfiime. 



Pause, then, and think — Shall He, the Power 
Who smiled upon its birth. 

Oh shall the Guardian of the flower 
Overlook, as things of meaner worth, ' 
The ways, the wants of life on earth ? 



No! never can our God forget 
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To bless his human reign; 
The Star of Love can never set — 

And guilt, and tears^ and blood are vain 
Its fire to qnencby its light to stain. 



Then stranger ! turn thee to the world, 
Ajid live a lUy there -^ 

Thy breast, like her*s, to Heaven nnfturPd, 
Thy fame as pure, thy life as fair. 
Thy memory like her perAim'd air! 



So shalt thou rest in earth like her, 
(Prophetic Mercy saith,) 

Till Spring the wintry trance shall stir. 
And whisper, with elysian breath. 
The spell that wakes the blooms of death. 



STANZAS. 



AD that live must taste of sorrow — 
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The golden clouds of to-day, 
Ere the sun shall arise to-morrow. 

Will be passed like a dream away; 
And the hopes which from time we borrow. 

Are wrought of a frail world's day. 



Ah, vainly the heart reposes 

On the visions of life's young mom ! 
Many hearts, ere its evening closes. 

Will be left to bleed forlorn : 
The tear is the dew of its roses. 

And the rose is the bride of the thorn. 



But grief is the fire of trial. 

The gold of the soul to prove ; 

And over this frail life's dial 

Many shadows of pain must move. 

Ere the heart be a crystal vial 
For the waters of life above. 
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Alas, for the chains that bind us— • 
For the souls that are earthly still? 

Alas that the days behind us 

Should the thoughts of immortals fill — 

That the tears of this world should blind us 
To the light of the paradise-rill ! 



The DEW-DROP. 



Sparkler! they say that with tiiy draught 
Titania^s acorn-bowl is fill*d — 

The pearl-wine, by the fairies quaffed. 
Instead of grapes Arom gems distilVd. 



What art thou like? A wandering drop 
Flung from some heavenly waterfall. 

Which pass'd its bounds and did not stop 
Until it reached our earthly ball. 



What art thou like? A precious tear 
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Dropped from some pitying seraph's eye. 
Who wept, while hovering o*er our sphere^ 
The sins he saw beneath the sky. 



The Moralist and Bard agree 

That mortal glory, gain, and power. 
Too well, alas! resemble thee. 

The dreamy brilliants of an hour. 



Yet still, while Truth in vain condemiM 
The fond pursuit of things so iVail, 

We chase the false and phantom gems. 
That, ere we call them ours, exhale. 



Such are the gems of this world, given 
A moment on its flowers to shine; 

And he, who seeks for those of Heaven, 
Must quit the surface for the mine. 



Bright monitor! how rich the lore. 
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The thoughtless heart from thee might learn. 
Would man but pause one instant o*er 
The kindred drop he hastes to spurn! 



EARTH AND HEAVEN. 



There*s not a star in all the heaven. 

But tells us goldenly of Thee; 
There*s not a ray, at sunset given, 

« 

To wreathe with beams the locks of Even, 
But speaks of Him no eye can see— -> 
The Veil'd One of Eternity. 



"We read the radiant page of Spring— 

'Tis alt Thine own and all of Thee ;— 
For nought can shine, or breathe, or sing. 
No breeze waft sweets upon its wing. 
Or stir the green and sunny tree 
Hadst Thou not bidden these glad things be. 
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No dewy braid can Summer twine, - ^ 

No virgin rill can Summer pour,- 
To fill with life the sultry vine. 

On green meads write a greener line, 

•»■■'" 
Or bathe in woods the hermit flower — ^* 

■ ■ \ ..,■■ ■ .■ 
But tells of Thy benignant power. 



Oh, if in this inferior sphere. 

So vast Thy might, so rich Thy love, — 
If in this world of sin and fear. 
So deep, so bright Thy ways appear, — 
What may we hope from spheres above. 
Where Thine own blest Immortals rove! 



There, wliere those glories will be seen. 

Unnamed, unglimpsed, undreamed below -^ " 

A heaven immortally serene. 

An earth of everlasting green. 

Rich woods, whose glooms a lustre throw 
That pales the emerald's earthly glow 5 — 
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Streams, brighter than the smuiet sea 

Whose waves are all transpareut • gold. 
Like liquid rainbows wandei;iDg free. 
Warbling elysian melody. 

Or in cascades of glory rolled, 
' Iris*d with hues, undreamed, untold^-* 



Flowers of undying bloom, that breathe 

Odours of life upon the air. 
Each meet for a Celestiars wreath. 
More bright than our pale stars beneath. 
Yielding no thorn, no poison there. 
Nor made the slumbering adder*s lair!- 



All these, and Oh, yet more than these. 
The dwellers of that world of joya^ 

Who roam beneath the starry trees. 

Inhale the amaranthine breeze. 

Drink the life^treams of paradise 

And weave the flowers of seraph-skies ; — 



IdO DBW8 OF CAftTALIB. 

How must they tower, great God! above 
The sons of earth, of grie( and time! 
Children of glory and of love. 
What sacred bliss must melt and move 
Ethereal hearts in that pure clime^ 
Estranged Arom fear, and paln^ and crime f 



Yet even on Earth, O God ! we see 

Enough to teach our hearts to soar— 
To shadow forth futurity. 
To hx our fear and hope on Thee, 
And daily wean oar spirits more 
From the frail dnst-gods they adore. 



Earth is the type of Heaven, and Time 

The echo of Eternity ; 
And Man may learn to rise sublime 
From this dim sphere, to that bright clime. 
Which thought can dream, nor eye can see. 
But where Thou art, and 'Oiine will be. 



Bm» of €Mtaiit^ 



BOOK V. ELEGIAC. 



mmt ot fRMUiit. 



To THE MEMORY of LORD BYRON. 

Tis passed — of all praud JByron was^ his grave. 
His bust, his name, his lyre, alone remain; 

His lip has quafiP'd the dim forgetful wave 

And Earth and Heaven have claimed tlieir gifts again. 



No more the child of feeling, . fame, and song, 
Will weep, o*er ruined hopes, melodious tear^ 

Or pour, the deep waves of the soul along. 
The desolate music of lamented years. 



Passed is 'the dream of all beneath the sky. 

And lapp'd his heart in strange oblivion now; 

Quenched is the soul which lit the glorious eye. 
And low iu dust the pale imperial brow. 
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Oh blame the mighty dead in vain no more I 
Grief f early grief, like Zaara*s wind of fire. 

Had scathed the verdure of his heart, before 
It breathed immortal madness on his lyre. 



Ye who would brand him with ungentle scorn. 
Dream ye how deep the grief of genius sears ? 

Know ye how frail the flower, how sharp the thorn. 
Of roses blooming round the fount of tears ? 



If not. Oh let no rude relentless tongue 

Break the still gloom, the mournful calm, which reigns 
Around the spot, where one, in years so yonng^ 

So old in sorrow, rests in unfelt chains. 



He sleeps the sleep, which must at length be ours — 
Ye who would then be spared, Oh learn to spare ! 

Grudge not the grave its cold funereal flowers. 
And Mercy's voice for you will whisper there. 
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Alas! when, fading with the farewell breath. 
False glory dies, let vain reproach be o'er ; 

Let Truth and Pity guard tlie rights of Death, 
And plead for those who can offend no more. 



In vain ! Not even the golden tears of song. 
The solemn harpings of prophetic fame. 

Are felt, those bleak mysterious shades among. 

Where sleeps the dost which bore a deathless name. 



Yet not the Jess for this or aught be paid 

The sad sweet requiem o'er the early doom 
Of him, whose frailty should to rest be laid, 

* 

Veiled by his fame in amaranthine gloom. 



But where, as erst, Apollo loves to shine 
On Greece's glory-haunted land and wave. 

Crown him with Bards and Heroes past, and shrine 
His memory there with Freedom's brightest Brave \ 
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On reading some POETRY by a YOUNG LADY 

NOW NO MORE. . 

Before the touch of the Autumn^s breath. 

The fairest leaves are the first to fall ; 
And before the blight of the breeace of death. 

Bright spirits wither the first of all. 



Green and fresh as the spirit may seem. 
No evergreen bore the graceful leaf; 

And the life of the lov'd is a golden dream. 
From which the sleeper awakes to grief. 



Yet Oh, let us think, while with tears we see 
The young heart droop to an early grave. 

That it falls, like the leaves from Eden's tree. 
In ** the pearly waters" of bliss to lave. 



Sweet spirit ! from scenes of care* and pain. 

Thou hast flown to the beautiful bowers above. 
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Where the loving shall meet the loved again. 
And dwell with the God whose name is Love. 



'Tis to lives like thine that we sadly turn. 

To see how the light of the heart may shine -, 

And tkeie are so few, that the more we mount 
The blight of a lily so chaste as thine. 



Oh, may all who mourn thee the path pursue. 
Which thy young feet here in meekness trod. 

Tin they pass, like thee, this vain life through. 
To the home of the pure— the land of God! — 



LINES TO THE MEMORY of a YOUNG FRIEND. 



Would I call thee back? No never — unless 

I could call back those days of happiness. 

When thou wert springing, all fair and fre^. 

In the mom-dew of life, like a bright young tree : -» 
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Like a bri^j^ht youog tree in the fragrant spring, 
Unseared by the blight of the tempest's wing. 
That joyously raises its green head high. 
And drinks the milk of the nursing sky ! 



Thon art gone — but not with thy breath is gone 
The stainless truth through thy life that shone. 
And to all its course a pure lustre gave. 
As the gem-sands light some fairy wave. 



Thou art gone — but thy virtues yet remain 
To brighten our hearts in the midst of pain. 
As the sun-beams rest on the mountain-snow. 
When night has shadowed the vales below. 



We will think of thee, and thy memory still 
Shall flow through our hearts like a sacred rill, 
Which hallows the shore that its waves go by. 
And, though bom from earth, reflects the sky. 
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Thou art gone — bnt the thought of all thou hast been 
Survives the grave we have sadly seen ^ 
And thy spirit with us outlives life*s close. 
As thcr perfume breathes o'er the fkded rose. 



Soon was thy path in this cold world trod, — 
Early thy spirit was called to God,— 
Like the mist, by the pure night-rainbow spanned. 
Exhaled to brighten a starrier land. 



May we keep our hearts as thine was kept. 
That the tears we weep may for us be wept! 
May we pass like thee through pleasure and pain^ 
That the lost and the living may meet again I 



Thy task is done, and thy star-wreath twined — 
We are yet in the world thou hast left behind. 
To walk, by the twilight of Time's dim sky, . 
To the buruing dawn of Eternity. 
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Farewell — but not for ever — Jewell ! 

There*8 a golden world where the pure shall dwell I — 

All tears will be wiped on that radiant shore. 

And the mourned and the mourner will part no more« 



On the grave of a FRIEND. 



There is many a harp, for the young man*s doom 
That is tuned to the notes of woe ^ 

But, alas ! they are mute o'er the old man's tomb. 
Though he lived like a saint below. 



There is many a tear over Beauty's grave, 
And warm IVom the heart they rise — 

Ah why less warm are the tears that lave 
The spot where the good man lies } 



Is it nothing to keep the soul still younff^ 

When the frame where it dwells grows old ? 
Or less should a beautiful life be sung. 
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Than the charms of an earthly mould > 



Noy old man, no — one passing lay. 

Though a powerless lay it be, 
Shall be given to the thought of the silent clay, 

Which is all that is left of thee. 



Though thy life was passed in the humble shade, 
Yet it brightened the shade around ^ 

And every step, that thy meek foot made. 
Was made upon holy ground. 



Thou hast seen tliy friends around thee fall. 
Thou hast lived through years of pain ; — 

And now thou hast reached the goal of all. 
And broken a frail world's chain. 



Oh rest in peace till the day, for which 

Thou hast looked with a Christianas eye ! 
Faith, hope» and love, long have made thee rich 
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In the gold of a purer sky. 



Though soon forgot be thy lowly sod. 

Yet thou hast not lived in vain ; 
For green above are the groves of God, 

Where the just shall meet again * 



The POET'S MOURNER. 



Life for me is past and over — 
I have lost my minstrel lover ! 
This fond heart's divinest chord 
Broke with thine, my laurelled lord f 



Round the spot thy dust that paveth. 
Many a tear the marble laveth; 
But among them, whose can fa\\ 
Wild as her's who weeps her aU? 



Yet oh, what to thee availeth. 
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That one voice aboye thee waUetb ? 
In thy bower of glorien o'er. 
Love nor grief shall reach thee more. 



Silent there the voice of sadness^ 
Powerless there the pang of madness ; •?--» 

With this vain world thon hast done. 

And thy weary race is run. 



Of the splendid sorrows round thee. 
And of all to Earth that, bound thee. 
Glory's rainbow rests alone. 
Shining ronnd a cold grave stone. 



Glorious Sleeper! yet thy spirit 
Shall the wreath it sought inherit : 

Proud the meed that waiteth thee — 

Mortal immortality! 



Bat the tamef which mocks the sleeper, 

N 
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Can it cheer the living weeper ? — 
There are hearts decreed to know. 
Glory but embitters woe. 



Yet, since all beside has perished. 

More — oh more — shall this be cherished; 

And thy fame shall be to me 

Sacred as thy memory. 



Fare thee well, my minstrel lover — 
Life for me is past and over; 
This fond heart*s divinest chord 
Broke with thine, my laureird lord ! 



Bt)»* ot ®a»tiilie« 



BOOK YI. LEGENDARY. 
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The children in the SNOW. 

Ye who in childhood e'er have wept, 

* 

To hear the tale of melting power. 

Of that young orphan pair, who slept 

The sleep of death in greenwood bower, — • 

Oh list my lay — though over them 

Far sweeter dirge the redbreast snng-^ 

And be my meed the diamond gem 
From Pity's sacred fountain sprang ! 



Where over Devon's vales and woods 
Bleak Dartmoor lifts her summits stern. 

And rivers pour their infiint floods 

Through granite wastear of fUrze and fern. 

Deep in rudely cultered nook, 

(Hard by where Dailfs red waters boil) 
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« 

A peasant dwelt, in heart and look 
Well sorted with that savage soil. 



Beneath his roof, two pauper boys 

Were bound to earn their daily bread. 
Poor exiles from domestic joys. 

Who scarce had where to lay their head. 
No parent's eye long, long had smiled 

On them to own affection's claim : 
One was a homeless orphan child. 

And one the nameless pledge of shame. 



(Call it not love, that dark desire 

Nor dream that shame can spring from love — 
The hallowed and immortal fire 

That lights the shrine of bliss above! 
Love ne'er exhaled the meteor flame 

That gleams on buried virtue's grave ^ 
It never sear'd the lov'd one's name — 

Or brook'd to curse the life it gave.) 
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In cloudless gold the morning shone 

Oti Widdecombe*s dark belt of hills ^ 
And gilt her tower the winter sun. 

And sparkled in her frozen rills ; 
The holy peal of Sabbath bells 

Proclaimed the solemn hour of prayer. 
And, echoing o*er the moorland dells, 

Aroused the straggling hamlets there. 



And with the rest those children join'd 

The sacred work of praise and prayer. 
Nor dream'd how few brief days might find 

Their limbs beneath the cold turf there, — 
As home they turned at evening fall. 

The heaven, erewhile so fair, grew brown ; 
And glimmering through a misty pall. 

The moon in sickly white shone down. 



That night some sheep forsook the fold. 
O'er the broad heath at large to roam 5 
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And they must search the weary wold 
At morn, to bring ike wemdeteta hottie: 

Their tatter'd garb they found them flnn'g. 
Their stinted meal in haste they took. 

And o*er that gloomy threshold sprnng. 
Nor cast behind one parting look. 



Even then some dense and drizzling flakes 

Fell sullen from the swarthy sky. 
And strange dead silehce InlVd the brakeir. 

Prophetic of the snow-fall nigh : 
Yet forth they fared — for well they knew 

The wretch who bade them search the wold — 
Though dun with plumes the thronged air grew» 

And numhrd their Hinbs and hearts with cold. 



Vain was their search — yet on they pass'd 
Though heavier still the storm closed round. 

And through the dizzy air shdwer'd fast 

The white fleece piled the wildering ground* -*» 
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Too late they seek the Ivofne^ard way — 
They blindly roaitt the waste forlorn f 

Still side by side the pale boys stray. 
With terror mute, with liufTering ^drn. 



With faint slow steps, the weafry hour. 

They toil'd through ^Aows o'er <lo>tn and dell. 
While round them still the wavery shower 

Shadowing the air, incessant fell. 
It covered all the mountain floods 

It ermin'd all the dark-brown moor ; 
Soon choked were Spitchweek*s massive woods. 

And soar'd in snow the Hazel Ton*. 



At length, less dense the darkening cloud 
Hangs, and the flakes relenting fall. 

While, burning through his western shtoud. 
The blood-red sun inuiliines all. 

Alas, for them he shone in vain — 

Too late the clouds less fiercely pour ^ — 
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Long had they sunk upon the plain 
To sleep, and wake to grief no more! 



Where the lone Moor o'erlook'd a dell. 

And show'd the fiill Dart foaming by, 
They wept to every hope farewell. 

And laid them down alone to die. 
There did they sleep away their breath. 

On that bleak death-bed, waste and wild^- 
There, stiffening on the wintry heath. 

The snow-fall wrapped each friendless child. 



And deep their sleep, though no fond eye 

Was near to soothe the parting hour — 
No mother^s arm of love was nigh. 

No father watch'd his fading flower. 
CJos'd is their span of earthly years. 

Their path of mortal care is trod ^ 
Life was to them a vale of tears, 

And they have pass'd from it to God. — 
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Oh glorious was the mournful hour. 

When sunset lit their grave of snows. 
And o*er the heaths of bleak Dartmoor, 

The Torrs in blood.red splendour rose f 
As o*er consuming Beauty*s hand 

Of ivory pale, the dark veins flow, — • 
So, through the white and glittering land. 

The livid river swung below. 



But henceforth on each poor boy's ear 

In vain the wintry stream may rave ; 
And all in vain, through green brakes near. 

May murmur deep the summer wave. 
Nought fear they now of want or scorn. 

Of blows or wrongs, their only hire — 
No more to hail the dear May mom. 

Or crowd around the Christmas fire! 



Sad was the sight, when^ from their home, 
Was slowly borne each coffin'd boy, 
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To rest in distant Widd^eombe^ 

With many a pitying helper High: 

Strange was the scenfe as o'er the waste 
Of dazzling snow ih^ dark train wornid. 

Until each little corpse was placed 
With pious toil^ on hbly grolind. 



Ne'er with a tone so stern and dead 

The burial bell its warning rung. 
As o'er the snows, with siinset red. 

It then its awful burthen swung : 
The winds, that howl'd o'er many a heap 

Of sleet-drift, drown'd the funeral prayer 
But Oh, they slept so calm and deep. 

The blighted flowers reposing tliere ! 

Ye, who have heard these children's fall. 
Should any such your board maintain. 

Think, think how Itftle is their all. 

Nor wring their hearts for guifty gain : 
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Unfit their tender years to fitem 

The tide of grieif and hardship too ; 

Then, Oh in pity smile on them-— 
And Heaven in mercy smile on you ! 



The star of PCMMEROY. 



Full of the dead and of .their ikme^ 

Qo, wanderer, pace wi<:h moun;ifiil joy 

The halls, now mute to 6eymour*s name, 
The ivied halls of Pomeroy. 



Ch>, think, as there thy slow steps rove. 
Of princely Seymonr's hundred fbes. 

Of past renown and buried love, 
Of faded hearts and broken lyres. 



There, lone enthusiast, bend thine eyes 
On what has been, no more to he. 
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Till on thy soul the past shall rise. 
Even as it now returns on me. 



Bat hope not mine a tale of war, 
A lay of fame the sonl to move ; 

Such themes my verse conld only mar-— 
I tell a simple tale of love.— 



No ^eece of cloud can eye behold 
Along the dim bhie evening sky. 

While hangs the moon, in pallid gold, 
0*er the dark woods of Pomeroy. 



All silver sweet, the holy bell 

Proclaims a solemn vesper hour; 

And to the chapel in the dell 

The household glide from hall and bower. 



But who, — where, with wrought shafts of stone. 
Yon silver'd lattice gleams on high,— 
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Paces her bower and weeps alone. 
Who but the Star of Pomeroy ? 



More fair, more pale, than summer's moon. 
Shines the young cheek on which it falls. 

As there the lady thinks how soon 
She leaves for love her father's halls. 



Hark ! from the wood a bugle peals — 

She starts, she leaves her chamber fair;^- 

With quick but faltering step, she steals 
0*er floor of oak and massy stair. 



Passed are the gates, — Oh f stern and dread 
The strife 'twixt love and duty grew. 

As, with reverted eye, she bade 

Her bower, her- home, a mute adieu! 



With heavier heart than e*er before. 

She treads the t>ath to that lone grove. 
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MThere first she heard, in days of yojre« 
The whisper of forbidden love. 



Impatient in the trysting shade. 

Her lover soon the lady fonnd* 
And heard, within the oakwood gladje, 
. His unseen charger paw the ground. 



« Oh, Herbert, better far for both. 

We leave, in time, this deed undone ; 

My plighted heart, my maiden troth. 
All I should give, thou long hast won. 



^Then seek no morie and love no less,— 
Retain my heart, renou|ice my hand; — 

Think, think, will Heaven e'er deign to bless 
The bridal by our fathers bann*d^**T- 



^And wouldst thou thus my hopes deceive? 
Was that sweet promise given in vain ? 
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Can EUen^s love bat lead to grieve 

The heart that owbb her gentle reign? 



« 



Our aires are ibesj-^bat Oh^ wilt thott 
On all thy Herbert's fond hopes frown^ 
Because he springs, a lineal bongh, 

fVom the proud tree of Champemown ? 



* Perchance our loves may reconcile 

Their fend, and they onr flight forgive ; 

And should they not, we'll find the while 
A sunnier land to love and live.**-^ 



With many a word of tender art. 

He hush'd the fears her breast within : — 

To him that has his lady*s heart. 
His lady's hand is light to win. 



Soon did they mount, and fast did flee. 
The lover and his trembling lovej 
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And blithely, for the moonshine free, 

The charger dear'd the black oak grove. 



Swift, swift did speed the roan blood steed, — 
Far far to right lay Totnes town, — 

Till wandering bright, in links of lig^t. 

They saw Dart wind throng woodlands brown. 



In deepest shade a boat lay moor'd; 

On watch beside the rowers stood; 
Soon the fond twain were safe on board. 

And fast they swept the umbered flood. 



Through tall dark woods they wind and glide, — 

Recedes apace the forest. shore. 
While through the gloom by fits was spied 

The sparkle of the silver'd oar. 



Off Dartmouth grey, a vessel lay. 
At anchor on the moonlight sea 
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£re long the twain her broad deck gaiu^ 
To weigh for distant Italy, 



Her chieftain bore no vulgar name. 
His stately lady too was there : — 

No taint could light on maiden's feme. 
Beneath their sage, and honoured care. 



The breeze, the billow^ sped them ,weU, 
Their native shore fades far biehind. 

And nought is seen but ocean's swell. 
As on they sweep on ocean*s wind* 



Nor many a day they roam'd the wave 
Ere they were moor'd on foreign sands. 

And ring, and priest, and altar gave 
Their rites to link the lovers' hands. 



Alas, for human hope, that e'er 
A cloud should dim its fairy ray! 
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Alasy for human lore, that ne*er 

The loved one knows it will not atrajr ! 



He, for whose sake yoiiog Ellen left 

Her childhood's home, her mother's anns^ 

Too soon, of love and fkith bereft. 
Sighs for a soft Venetian's charms. 



Oh grief .of grie& ! That stranger's hand 
Another claimed, Who saw too well : — 

They met, they fonghtj— on foreign land 
In flower of yonth, the aggressor fell ! 



What hope for her, the lorn one, now > 
What place of rest beneath the sky ? 

Despair has paled her lovely brow. 
And sorrow dimmed her shining eye. 



In vain afkr her feet may stray. 

Her thoughts are all of grief and home. 
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By the blue waves of Naples bay. 
Or mid the shrines of holy Rome. 



If to repose her limbs she gays. 
It was not e*er to dream <^ joy; 

Still would she haunt her lover's grave. 
Or the far woods of Pomeroy. 



Time rolPd away. The feast was gay 
At ancient Berry's coortly board; 

Brave hunters there, and ladies fair. 
Were round the castle*s princely lord. 



They talk'd of falcon, steed, and hound. 
Of arms, and courts, and beauty*a power ; 

And aye they pass'd the red wine round, 
And plann*d the dance at ev«nittg hour. 



But grief, which would not be beguiled. 
Was in the mother's voice and eye. 
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As slie recalled her absent child. 
Her owu sweet Star of Pomeroy. 



Sadden the hall a peasant crossed, — 
Gave to the Lady's hand ft scroll; — 

She read — her cheek the life-blood lost» 
As from the crowded hall she stole. 



Beneath the peasants roof she stands — 
What sees proud i3erry*s fady there f 

A veiled form, with folded hands. 
That draws with pain the living ain 



^Oh may an erring child at last 

Read pardon in a m6ther*s eye ? *" — 

She raised her veil -^ one look — *tis past-— 
Set is the Star of Pomeroy ! — 
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The Legend op the copleston oak. 

Go, see romantic Tamar glide 

Green Warlegh*s sylvan coves below. 
And, floating on its summer tide. 

The swans of stately Maristow. 

There many a scene will meet thy gaze 

That ofk may rise on Memory's eye. 
When thou shalt trace, o'er vanished days. 

The brightest prints of early joy. 



Oh, ask thee there, if ever guilt 

Could find a home in scenes so fair 

If human blood could e*er be spilt 
Or daemon passion riot there? 



Yet such have been ; — and once again 
Sweet Devon's harp obeys my hand. 

To pour, though rude the harper's strain, 
A legend of my fathers* land. 
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Where, winding ftr, the bhie waves glide 
To the grey beach of Tamerton, 

The morning sun on Tamar*s tide» 

And Warlegh*s woods, in beauty shone. 



A soft misty scarcely seen, hung o'er 
The lake, like golden glass in show. 

In whose clear mirror all the shores- 
Rock, wood, and cove-* lay traced below. 



Near the slight wave-mark, boats were tied 
To stakes around the sylvan bay; 

The village quay lay lone and vmd. 
The village mill-wheel ceased to play. 



The mellowed call to Sabbath prayer 
From the grey tower of Foliot swells ^ 

And, when it paused, so calm the air. 

You might have heard St Badeaux* bells. 
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Tet, of the scene so calm and hit. 
One breast felt not the soft control 5 

But fiery passions frenzied there 

The lord of Warlegh*s haughty soul. 



Wrath and revenge along his foce. 

And o*er his brow, dark lightnings thre^r^ 

Ab, with bent head and moody pace. 

On through his own green woods he drew. 



With fear and awe, the menial train 
Fo]low*d a space their lord behind. 

And marked in glance, in tone, and mien, 
The workings of a vengefhl mind. 



'*The beardless churl!** — by fits dark words 
Were heard, by fits a mutter'd sound — 

*'Must men like me, with names and swords. 
Be rated by a base-born hound? 
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«< What if I love the goblet's shine* 
And merry light of maiden's eye — 

Most boys torn priests to cant and whine 
Of deeds I dare right well abye > 



** Shall the yoimg minion cross my path 
Win from my arms the Tamar's Flower, 

And lord it, spite of love and wrath. 
In Mary's heart and Mary's bower ) 



«No by the rood! it is the last" — 

But here he thought his train too nigh, 

Yety as he paused, a dread smile passed 
0*er his white lip and murky eye. 



But now they reach the holy pile 
That looks on rural Tamerton, 

And pace once more the pillar'd aide 
That paves the dead of ages gone. 



DEWS OP CASTALIC. 199 



The strains of sacred lore and fear 

Were pealing through the hallowed fane: 

Oh was there one, on whose lost ear 
That Sabbath music fell in vain > 



Yes, even there — while fkr aloof 

To heaven the sacred anthem stray*d 

Stem Gopleston, beneath the roof 

Of Gh>dy halfrdrew his dagger blade ! 



«* 'Tis well J " — he mutter'd, but repressed 

His hand, and sheath*d the half-drawn steel; 

Yet his fierce mien « too well confess'd 
He thirsted still the blow to deal. 



But wherefore glares his eye so wild? 

What b it pales his working brow. 
At sight of his own injured child. 

The ofl&pring of a broken vow } 
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— A father's guile had seot fruaa home 
The youth, who bore no frther's naue» 

In other lands awhile to roaw. 

And find a soldier^s |Myth to fiuae. 



Bnt long ere this her heart to him 
The Lily of the Tamar gare ; 

And fairer eyes no tear may diiBy 

Than watch*d his bark adown the ware. 



A rural maid was Taaiar's Rower -— 
No pride was hfir's of birth or gold ; - 

But many a heart had owB*d her powerf 
And many a tongue her yirtues told. 



Full oft, on snmmer^s golden ere, 
Her feet had traced the river shore. 

To mark with him the calm waves heave 
Beneath the diamond*droppiog oar. 
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Oft had he breathed^ by moonlight pale. 
In shades to lore and them so dear. 

The music of the whispered tale. 

That sounds most sweet in Beanty^s ear. 



And once, amid the rustic fair 

Around the pole with frariaads gay. 

Her Bevirs hand had crowned her there 
The village Lady of the May. 



'Twas then the lordly father first 
The Lily of the Tamar saw. 

And, fired with passion, learned to burst 
The holiest links of Nature^s law. 



Yet not by force, but in the guise 
Of fondest interest, first he strove 

To blight the hopes, to rend the ties, 
Of happy youth and early love. 
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He bade the youth in arms aspire. 

Betimes to honoursy wealth and &me. 

Until his generous heart beat fire 

To hear but Drake^s or Raleigh*s name. 



Flushed with new hopes, at length he steeVd 
His heart to quit his native shore. 

For one where inany a moumM field 

Had stained proud Tudor's Rose in gore. 



With Thomond and Carew he met 
The wily Desmond's feudal horde: — 

In wrath or pity ne*er was wet 
A gentler eye, a braver sword. 



But oft, in scenes of feud and blood, 
He longed, with all a lover*s pain. 

To hear his native Tamar*s flood. 
And see green Devon's woods again. 
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Dismissed with fame, he hoped (for Love 
Will hope while Hope is left below) 

From Mary*8 side no more to rove^- 
Ally all her own, in bliss or woe. 



Slow is the keel, and faint the wind, 
That bears a lover fond and true;-— 

Yet Erin^s waves were soon behind. 
And £rin*s hills in distance blue. 



Soon o'er the deep Mount Edgcnmbe rose — 
Fair as it still at sunset shines. 

When laced with gold its ocean glows, 
And wave in gold its hundred pines. 



How throbb'd his heart, as to the bay 
His boat drew nigh, where Mary*s home 

Peeped A-om the woods, with evening grey. 
Where they were wont of old to roam ! 
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phy *tis an hour of blus, so deep 

That nought but teara its depth can tell. 

When parted lovprs meet and weep^ 
Albeit their hearts with rapture swell ! 

He found his Mary still his own, 

With truth as pure,, and form as ikir; 
Yet from her cheek the tliige was flown 

That told of health and gladness there^ 

* 

Upon his fond alarm she smiled — 
But her sweet smile was full of woe j 

And sometimes, from her heart beguiled. 
The sigh would rise, the tear would flow. 

In vain he prayed her to mifold 
To him the secret of her breast— 

Until her widow'd mother told 

What blanch'd her cheek aad broke her rest 
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^Twas a brief tale of sin and shame : — 
His &ther, while afiur he 8lTay*d» 

Had own*d a rival*8 guilty flame. 

And sued with gold the lonely maid. 



His heart, its love renounced with scorn. 
Thence for rerenge alone conid pine; 

And never son, he deep had sworn. 
Upon their bridal mom should shinei 



<<And is it thus,.** young Bevil cried, 
*' Could he so use a father*s power? 

With all his harlot loves beside, 

Could he not spare the Tfunar's Flower? 



^<'Tis not enough that, while his head 
Is grey, his age to guilt is given-— 

That wine and wassail still have sped 
Away the years he owed to Heaven ^ 
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*<No! he miut tempt my plighted bride, 
ForgetAil that the wild flowen wave 

0*er one, alas! who loved and died-*" 

O'er my wrong'd mother's early grave ! •* — 



His words, repeated fierce and free. 

Reached the proud lord of Warlegh's ear, — 
And awflil was it then to see 

l^is whitening lip and eye of fear. 



—And now he sees that rival nigh— 
Feels his own dagger at his «ide — 

Ah, wherefore steals the lover's eye, 
Where sat apart his destined bride ? 

Then burst the stifled flame at once; — 
Beyond disguise, beyond control,— 
And all the mnrderer lit his glance, 
. And all the demon filled his soqL 
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Ab Bevi] tum'd, he caaght that look— 
Saw through it flash the smothered fire. 

And felt to linger were to brook 
A father^s hate, a riyal's ire. 



Away! thy life is won or lost!-^ 

With hurried step he leaves the pile— 

Bat, ere the Gothic porch he crossed. 

Loud, long shrieks rung through nave and aisle. 



It was his Mary's voice f — he turned — 
Dread was the sight he met behind-— 

His father's eye with vengeance bnrn'd. 
His father's dagger near him shined!— - 



One moment, fix'd in pale despair. 

He stood — then shot the church-yard o'er;*>« 
He gains the Green — why stops he there > 

The steel is hurrd — he loves no more! 
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Fix*d in his back the poniard stood. 

Flung with strong hand and eye too keen ; — 
He reels — he falls — the hot lifewblood 

Is bubbling on the crimsoned Green! — 



Beneath a broad oak*s massy shade. 
Pale, bleeding, on the tnrf he lay— 

Even where he crowned his own loved maid 
The village Lady of the May ! 



She sees not this — she saw alone 

The lifted death-steel gleam on high-^ 

Then shrieked and fell, with one deep groan. 
As death had seal*d her heart and eye. 



They bore her thence— but all in vain — 
'Twas but to droop within her bower; 

And oh, it was a sight of pain 

To watch the blight of Tamar's Flower I 
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Yet death was beautiful in her. 

As the sweet lig^t of evening day ; 

And though to hope was but to err^ 
Her blue eye seemed to mock decay. 



But wherefore — wherefore tell the rest^ 
*Tis told in one sad word— -she died,-* 

And *twas her last and lone request. 
To sleep in death by Bevil^s side. 



Alas, forgot are now their graves — 
Yet unforgot the fathers blow; 

And still, as then, the green oak waves^ 
Where lay the son so early low. 



Still to the oak of Copleston 

The neighbouring peasant points his boy. 
Tells him the deed that diere was done. 

And warns from passions that destroy.-*- 
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The tale is done; and some there are, 
"Whose hearts will feel its simple power. 

And love the harp, however it jar. 

That told the fate of Tamar's Flower. 



The maid of ORKNEY. 



"My lost, lost love!" — the frantic cry 
Died in the thunders of the wave : 

The rock was near — the storm wa^ high — 
The gallant ship has found her grave! 



One flash lit up the reeling bark 

0*er the black breakers hurrying <m^ 

A moment's pause, and all was dark,— 
Another flash -<- the bark is gone ! 



"Look on yon cliff — the awfbl light 

Shows one who kneels all lonely there;-— 
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How looks she, stranger, on that sight ? " — 
^ Oh beautifiil amid despair ! " — 



*<She cannot feel the piercing bilut; 

She cannot fear the maddening surge: 
That moment was her lover^s last, 

a 

That wild wind howls his passing dirge.'*- 



** But who the reft one kneeling there. 

At this bleak midnights stormy hour?'*- 

** The fairest of our island fair. 

Dark Orkney's pride and Ocean's flower. 



Mom— evening— came; — the sunset smiled; 

The calm sea sought in gold the shore. 
As though it ne'er had man beguil'd. 

Or never would beguile him more. 



For his lost child, bower, haunt and home. 
The stem sire search'd that mournftd day, 
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While by the lone deep's golden ibam 
The Flower of Ocean fading lay. 



O tliere her young and fond heart broke^ 
Beside her native islet's wave^ 

Andy dying there, her latest look 

Was on her lover's bright-blue grave. 



Sweet be her rest within the tomb. 
And dear her memory in the bower. 

And pure the tear that mourns the doom 
Of Orkney's pride and Ocean's flower. 



mt)»1i of ^MUlit^ 



BOOK YII. ANOMALOUS. 



«*■«•*■ 



Bftai0 of eMuau. 



A GRECIAN DR^AM. 

ScKMS, The Sea-shore at the mouth of a beautiful ■tream. 
' Tan, Sunset. 

NEREID. 

Farther than wont from thy fountain home. 
Beautiful Stranger! thy steps have come^-^ 
What has brought thee, sunny-haired Sister, say. 
So far from thy silver bower to.day ? 



NAIAD. 

I have traced from my urn the shining stream. 
For the fairest flowers in its waves that gleam. 



NE&BID. 

Far up thy banks there is many a flower — 
Were they all too few to enwreathe thy bower? 
Thy coronal still is fresh and fkir*— > 
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Wonldst thoQ place one brighter, sweet Stranger, there? 



NAIAD. 

Oh no, it is not for these locks of mine, 
I have come so far my braid to twine; 
But I cull these flowers my banks along. 
To crown the harp of a Child of Song: 
Long, long my waters unheard had roll'd- 
That harp has given them sands of gold ! 



NEREID. 

In the faint sweet light of the vesper star, 
I have heard thy voice, fair Sister, afar. 
And grieved, as I listened along the shore, 
I conld catch of the distant song no more : -— 
Oh since we are met, wilt thou pour again 
A single lay of the liquid strain ? 



NAIAD. 

My dwelling is the diamond wave 
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That spaildes in the golden day ; 
The fkirest things my waters lave 

Can ne'er be half so £ur as they : -— 
I resty but sleep not, when the moon 

Is gleaming on my shadowy tide ; 
Mine is the wood^s green gloom at noon. 

And mine each flower of summer*s pride. 



The mirror of the stars is mine ) — 

To me ft'om earliest time *twas given 
To catch, in all their dyes divine. 

The brightest smiles of earth and heaven. 
All things have changed, my fonntains romid. 

But still my pure stream winds along. 
As in the dawn of time it wonnd. 

With wave all light, and voice all song ! . , 



VERBID. 

Sister, I grieve, ere thy strain be o*er. 
To part from this loved and lonely shore; 
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But I heard from the deep — and havk! — again 
The echo swings over the gold^blae main! — 
Too well I know 'tis the Triton's shell •*- 
Sunny-haired Sister, farewell — farewell! — 



On a PORTRAIT op LORD BYRON. 



Aye, gaze upon that brow. 



That brow which towers an intellectual Alp, 

Diadem'd with a pale eternity 

Of Thought's untrodden snow— -round which high dreams^ 

Like Alpine eagles, seem to float, amid 

Inviolate solitude and sunshine!— -See 

The troubled glory of that eye, where keeps 

The soul her cavern'd oracle, and fills 

The electric gloom with inspiration! Graze 

On the rich lip of passion and of power. 

Whose every curl was moulded by strong thought. 

Like waters by the tempest ! — Shrine superb* 

Where late a more than kingly spirit found 
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A worthy dwelling ! Men nnborii will wish 

To hare drawn the breath of time with him, a$ if 

It were to inhale his immortality. 



THOUGHTS IN THE AMPHITHEATRE at MOUNT 

EDGCUMBE. 



And well, O Milton ! is thine honoured bust 
Placed these deep shades and twilight glooms among; — 
For, though far off repose the poet's dust, 
Here lingers still the spirit of his song : 
And oft, at eve, these high arcades along. 
To Fancy's dreaming eye his form will glide. 
While even the depth of stillness finds a tongue. 
And sounds unearthly float upon the tide 
Or in faint mtirmurs die along the dark hill-^de. 



Yet why. Oh why, in such a scene is mute 

The lyre which scorns the touch of mortal hand — 

The lyre of heaven — the wandering Ariel's lute — 
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Which fairy fingers all alone hare spanned. 
And the pure zephyr^s wooing breath hath fknned ^ 
*Twere sweet to catch its tones, when still iind dim. 
The beauty-breathing hues of Eve expand — 
When Day*s last roses fode on Ocean's brim. 
And Nature veils her brow, and chants her vesper h3rmn. 



Oh how those tones would harmonize with all 
The sights and sounds of beauty here combined! 
How sweetly mingle with the water's fall. 
And swell in music on the pausing wind! 
On summer's eve, how liquidly refined 
*T would steal along the tide in that soft hour. 
When first on the blue wave the moon hath shined. 
And, like a bride, from forth her shadowy bower. 
Smiles on the heaving deep that fondly owns her power! 



POETRY. 



Deep and dear is the power of the Muse^s art. 
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To mould the mind with a finer grace—- 
To make bright thoughts float in the pure, pure heart; 
As the geid fish gleams through the crystal vase ! 



* 

There is known to the spirit a mane of ihaugkif 
Which the lightning of Song can alone inspire, 

lake the lute whose chords have been only tanght 
To ring when they feel the electric fire! 



SONNET L 
To THE RUINS OF IONIA. 



Ionia •- sad Ionia ! is this wreck 

AU that remains to tell thy splendid tale ? 
Was it for this thy myriads toird to deck 

Nature with Art, until the priest grew pale 

In his own fkne-— and deem*d the incensed gale 
Waved the rich tresses of his Phidian God } 

Are glories bom, like thine, but to exhale. 
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As dews forgotten from the mountain sod?-— 

Yes — fallen Ionia! as thy temples nod, 

Earthquaked by Time— > while at nighfs pensive noon. 
The jackal howls through theatres nntrod. 

Mute as the soft light of their Asian moon, — 
So fade the fair, the proud, the famed, the strong — 
All save eternal Truth and sacred Songf — 



SONNET n. 
To GREECE. 



Sweet Hellas* earth — my fancy*s ^ry-land — 
My youthful spirit*s glorious paradise f 

Oh who may tell how dear the filial band. 

Which links to thee one, bom in distant skies. 
But with a soul that shares thy destinies. 

And feels thy glory as it felt thy shame ? 
That I have lived to see thy star arise-— 

Thy banner spread for freedom and for ikme'— 

Land of my love ! will be a thought to claim 
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A long proud record in my memory^ 
Where the prophetic echoes of thy name 

Speak aU of glad and golden days to be : — 
I hear the omen, as thy warriors heard. 
Before the iight, the wings of Yictory*s bird ! 



SONNET III. 
To SPAIN. 



Oh suffering Spain! survey thine Argo*s world— 
See Bolivar*s flag where Pizarro*s flew! 

See the proud ensigns of the free unAirVd 
From Niagara's flood to far Peru! — 
What man has done, again may not man do ? 

Flows not thy blood from them whose swords of yore 
Cleft a red path Rome's own Arm legions through. 

And spumed to Calpe*s wave the flying Moor? 

Wake, land of Chivalry! let Ebro pour 

Henceforth his murmurs on the freeman*s ear, 

And let each grey Sierra statelier soar 
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To see ^the Mountain Nymph" again draw near! 
Riego*8 spirit bids thee wake again—* 
Oh speaks thy lost Leonidas in vain? 



SONNET IV. 
Tnt WOOD-STORM. 



When tx) the winds the firm oak*s stately form 
Sways, while each branch is as an organ»key» 

Dash'd to mad music by the frantic storm. 
And swells the full tremendous melody, 
I love amid the sounding woods to be. 

And with a stern and solemn rapture hear 
The straining forest*s thunder— -*tis to me 

An hour of awfiil bliss and glorious fear ! — 

But wilder, stranger still, swells on the ear 

That shrill sound heard amid the tempest's pause. 

As *twere a Phantom's whisper, deep yet clear. 

While its dread breath anew the spent blast draws. 

Sounds not that Voice, which makes the listener pale. 



DSW8 OF CA8TALIS. tS5 



Like some lone Forest^pirifs desolate wail ? 



SONNET V. 
The approach of AUTUMN. 



Autumn draws nigh — I hear its mournful breath 

Sigh on the wind and murmur through the wood. 
Wafting another summer's doom of deaths 

With deep sad music to the grave and good*.'^ 

Such is the lot of all by man pursued, 
His spring but blossoms for an early fall. 

And, where aught bright or beautiftil hath stood. 
Fate and forgetfulness will spread their pall. 
Ah ! who can think. Such is the doom of aU^ 

Nor mourn the works of change, the wrecks of time,-* 
Even though he look beyond this earthly ball 

To greener spheres of everlasting prime. 
Where all that fades on earth shall reappear. 
And the rose bloom un watered by the tear? — 
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SONNET VI. 
To THE READER. 

Reader, fore well! If from these leaves of nuDe 
Thy heart shall glean one solitary flower— 

If, in its sweep, one full and flowing line 
Wafl: but a water-lily for its dower-— 
If, as thou saunterest on, my lyric power 

May shed one sunbeam on thy morning way. 

Or light one glow-worm for thine erening bower, «— 

I have not pour'd for nought the lonely lay. 

Yet, should no meed like this my verse repay. 

There's pleasure still in the sweet work of song : •— 

No less the woodlark hails the sinking day. 

Though none may list his sunset haunts among.— 

Once more, farewell ! — Oh, not unwelcome be 

The balm that trickles from a stranger-tree! — 

Coombe-Lancey Wood, 
September 12, 1828. 

FINIS. 

ERRATA. 

Page 91, sixth Line firom the bottom, a comma only at the end of the line. 
Page 161, fourth Line from the bottom, insert like before this* 
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NOTES. 



InnoovcMAy 9oiniBit To>CiUMnrt Imol^ Ovid. VktU Lib 13. 

Page, Line. • 

4, li^ AUttding partlculaxlj to the Massacre at Scio. 

6, 4, Pindar Olymp. 2. IM-U 

6, 10, Xanthus bis name with those of hcarenljr birth. 

But caliM Scamaiider bj the sons of earth.— Pope't; lUnd* 

6, 14, Mount Ida. 

10, 8, Borvowed anjuteationalljr. from Lord Bjrr«n*s Maaeppftb 

16, 13» The FoKtunate lalaiids. 

91, 2, Vide Mrs. Barbauld's beautiful alle^ry, on the birtbrof B^jr. 

48, 6, The royal family of Pern were denominated the Childrtif. qf fto Stuu 

43, 1, Atahualpa wasstranghid at the stake. 

4^, 4r Two titular Incas succeeded him, but they never re^neiU 

44, 13, Like all other nations the Peruvians had some idea of a-futore state. 
45« 1> Manco Capac, the Romulns-of Pern, and the Father of its Kinfs. 

1^,, 7, The RoyaUtandard of Persia. It was seen upon a neighhoiiKiiis eminenea 

after the battle. 
iS, ly The temple of ** Diana of the Ephesians.** 
09, 17, So called by Xenophon and Arrian, in addition to Its local name of Theche* 

60, 8, The phetuoHt dcurlves its name ftomthe Golchian PA«Kp« The Aigv- 

nanti are said to have introduced it into FJurope* 

61, 2, It is no inconsistency to introduce a Grecian female at sacka time and 

place. Several ase knowa to have accompanied the Ten Thousand 

throngh all their difficulties and dangers. 
62* 7, Chios, said to he the birth-place of Homen 
63^ 13, The Phasis, which the Greek army had lefit behind them,, was not the 

Colchlan Phasis, immortaliased by the Argoaantlc eqeJItion, bat a 

distinct river bearing the same name* 
64> 13, Tacitus, Ann. Lib. 3* c. 1 and 9. 
6ft, 8, Bnindlsiunu 
70, 14» Tacitus, Ann. Lib. 2. c« 41.. 

7^ 10i» The feds upon which thU Poem is founded, are all dechredtem Gibbon*! 

Decline and FUl of the Roman Empire. 
84» 8, The short but noble letter of Napoleon to the BritiA Begea^** I come, 

like Tbemistocks, ftc."— raggested one polntof nwioWMMe between 
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Page, tine* 

thaw celebraAed men. Perbapf &eir charaeCen* ■■ w«U u their 

fortvnes, may aAird materialg for a mora exteaded paiallek 
101, «, JMephusnjs that both TMmartMdPafmjfm had the lameaignlfieatiaii, 

▼is* the place 9fp almt » 
101, 7, YotthelacalideBtitjoftheieriptwalTadmoraodthepraaHMPiamyra 

« rests npoB the most ragae and iueooclusive groands* 
1 10, 8, At the time this was written, sach was the teeondarjf title of the Orieatal 

HeraM, in which it was ori^aal^ puhlidied. 

110, 10, Ver erat Bternam.— Ovid. Met. 

111, 3, file Romaa word Votes* 
111, 11, Mitton-Comns. 

lis, 7, Alhtding to a well-known fact la Scottish history* Out of tbe last 
Staarts sendiof to his barons for the title-'deeds ct their lands, they 
shewed their ttcordtm 

113, 10, Shakjtpeare. 

114, 15, A hill on the confines of the tpriMt Deronshire Moor. 

11&, 13, A hill in the vicinity of Crediton, near which are the remains of an 
ancient encampment. 

195^ 1, Founded upon a story extracted in No. 09 of the Qnarterly Review, 
translated by Mr, Hurwftz from tbe Rabbinical writings, and pnb- 
lished in his *« Mebrew Tales.** 

160, 1, Miss Emma Fisher, of Dorchester, who died jlpril 7, iSlS, at the a^e 
of sixteen. 

167, 11, "On Wednesday the 15th of Ang:n$t, 1827, ajred 99, John second son of 
Sir. Isaac Davy, of Fordton, n^ar Crediton. Thron;2:1iout a lon§ and 
trttng^ illness he was a fine example of manly fortitude, unostentatiova 
piety, and christian resignation; and witli a well-stored and well- 
regulated mind, he posfessed a ^codaess bf heart which endeared him 
to all who knew him.**— To this brief record of affection 1 have nothin; 
to add, except that, in this case, a faiher^s partiality has not dictated a 
father*s praise. All that is told is truth; but more would have 
been true. 

177, 4, The Babes in the Wood. 

183, 4, The provincial name for tbe Dartmoor hills. 

195, 1, The materials upon which this metrical tale is founded are contained la 
the followine^ extract from Prince's Worthies of Devon :—** E^squire 
Copleston, of Warley, (I can't recover his Christian name, althonsh I 
■appose it was John) in the days of Queen Elizabeth, had a yoan|^ man 
to his Godson, that had been abroad for his education; who, at bis 
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P«fe, Line 
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return borne, beariag «f tke extravasuciei of hte sod&thcrV con- 
Tonstfon, expttm^ In some company hit torrowftil iw«toient, which 
was not done so privately bwt the report thereof wu looii brought (ae 
there be tale bearers and whiiperera, which separate very friends enough 
every where) to Ms godfiither's ears. Thh exceedingly enkindled th« 
indignation of the old gentleman against his godson, and (asHwas sup- 
posed) his natural son also; making him break out, snyiig, <* Must 
boys observe and descant on the actions of men, and of their betters }** 
From henceforth he resolved, and sought all opportunities to be 
revenged upon him. At length they being both at TamefUm, thelf 
pariah church, on a Lord's day, the young man observUg by his 
countenance, what he was partly infiDmied of befiire, that his god&ther 
was highly displeased at him, prudently withdrew betimes from the 
church, and resolved to keep himself away, out of his reach until his 
Indignation should be overpassed. The old gentleman, seeing his 
revenge likely to be disappointed, sent the young man word that his 
anger towards hiin was now over, and he might return to his church 
again : accordingly the young man came, at the usual time, hut 
' cautiously eyeing bis godfather, he found the exprewlon of the poet 

too true: 

Manet alta meute repostum— 

That his displeasure was not laid aside, but laid up in a deep revengeful 

mind : whereupon as soon a^ the duties of religion were over, he again 

hastened out of tlie church as soon as he could ; upon this the godfather 

followed him, but not being able to overtake him, he threw his dagger 

after him, (the wearing whereof was the mode of those times) and struck 

him through the reins of his back, so that he fell and died on the spot.** 

To this account I have only to add, that the tradition still continues to 

be current in the neighbourhood; and that on the Green adjoining the 

churcfa-jard of Tamerton, tliere are still the remains of a noble tree, 

which goes by the name of the Coplestoa Oak, and under which it is 

said that the tragic event took place. 

196, li, Tamerton Foliot, so denominated from the Foliot fiunily* Kings* 
Tamerton lies within a ft;w miles of it. 

S02, 9, The Earl of Thomond and Sir G. Carew (afterwards Earl of Totnes) 
united their forces, and performed important services to Eliaabeth 
in Ireland. 

m 

^i li. Speaking of this sound. Gray says, in a letter to a friend, ** I do assure 
you there is nothing In the world so like the voice of a spirit.** 

W. AOfiSBlS, PBINTBR, mOH-STRCBT, EXBTBB. 
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